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THE  BATTLE  OF  DOEKING. 

KI-.MIXISCENCES  OF  A  VOLUNTEER. 
[MAG  A.    MAY  1871.] 

YOU  ask  me  to  tell  you,  my  grandchildren,  some- 
thing about  my  own  share  in  the  great  events 
that  happened  fifty  years  ago.  "Tis  sad  work  turn- 
ing luck  in  that  bitter  page  in  our  history,  but  you 
may  perhaps  take  profit  in  your  new  homes  from 
the  lesson  it  teaches.  For  us  in  England  it  camo 
too  late.  And  yet  we  had  plenty  of  warnings,  if 
we  had  only  made  use  of  them.  The  danger  did 
not  conic  (in  us  unawares.  It  burst  on  us  suddenly, 
'tis  true  ;  but  its  coming  was  Foreshadowed  plainly 
enough  to  open  our  eyes,  if  we  had  not  been  wil- 
fully blind.  We  English  have  only  ourselves  to 
Manic  for  the  humiliation  which  lias  been  brought 
on  the  land.  Venerable  old  age!  Dishonourable 

S.S. — II.  A 
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old  ago,  I  say,  when  it  follows  a  manhood  dishon- 
oured as  ours  has  been.  I  declare,  even  now,  though 
fifty  years  have  passed,  I  can  hardly  look  a  young 
man  in  the  face  when  I  think  I  am  one  of  those 
in  whoso  youth  happened  this  degradation  of  Old 
England  —  one  of  those  who  betrayed  the  trust 
handed  down  to  us  unstained  by  our  forefathers. 

What  a  proud  and  happy  country  was  this  fifty 
years  ago  !  Free-trade  had  been  working  for  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  century,  and  there  seemed  to  bo 
no  end  to  the  riches  it  was  bringing  us.  London 
was  growing  bigger  and  bigger;  you  could  not 
build  houses  fast  enough  for  the  rich  people  who 
wanted  to  live  in  them,  the  merchants  who  made 
the  money  and  came  from  all  parts  of  the  world 
to  settle  there,  and  tho  lawyers  and  doctors  and 
engineers  and  others,  and  tradespeople  who  got 
their  share  out  of  tho  profits.  The  streets  reached 
down  to  Croydon  and  Wimbledon,  which  my  father 
could  remember  quite  country  places ;  and  people 
used  to  say  that  Kingston  and  Reigate  would  soon 
bo  joined  to  London.  We  thought  we  could  go  on 
building  and  multiplying  for  ever.  'Tis  true  that 
even  then  there  was  no  lack  of  poverty  ;  the  people 
who  had  no  money  went  on  increasing  as  fast  as 
tho  rich,  and  pauperism  was  already  beginning  to 
be  a  difficulty;  but  if  the  rates  were  high,  then; 
•It-nty  of  money  to  pay  them  with  ;  and  as  for 
what  were  called  the  middle  classes,  there  really 
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seemed  no  limit  to  their  increase  arid  prosperity. 
People  in  those  days  thought  it  quite  a  matter  of 
course  to  bring  a  dozen  of  children  into  the  world 
— or,  as  it  used  to  be  said,  Providence  sent  them 
that  number  of  babies  ;  and  if  they  couldn't  always 
marry  off  all  the  daughters,  they  used  to  manage 
to  provide  for  the  sons,  for  there  were  new  openings 
to  be  found  in  all  the  professions,  or  in  the  Govern- 
ment offices,  which  went  on  steadily  getting  larger. 
Besides,  in  those  days  young  men  could  be  sent 
out  to  India,  or  into  the  army  or  navy ;  and  even 
then  emigration  was  not  uncommon,  although  not 
the  regular  custom  it  is  now.  Schoolmasters,  like 
all  other  professional  classes,  drove  a  capital  trade. 
They  did  not  teach  very  much,  to  be  sure,  but  new 
schools  with  their  four  or  five  hundred  boys  were 
springing  up  all  over  the  country. 

Fools  that  we  were  !  We  thought  that  all  this 
wealth  and  prosperity  were  sent  us  by  Providence, 
and  could  not  stop  coming.  In  our  blindness  we 
did  not  see  that  we  were  merely  a  big  workshop, 
making  up  the  things  which  came  from  all  parts  of 
the  world  ;  and  that  if  other  nations  stopped  send- 
ing us  raw  goods  to  work  up,  we  could  not  produce 
tin-in  ourselves.  True,  we  had  in  those  days  an 
advantage  in  our  cheap  coal  and  iron ;  and  had  WQ 
taken  care  not  to  waste  the  fuel,  it  might  have 
lasted  us  longer.  But  even  then  there  were  signs 
that  coal  and  iron  would  soon  become  cheaper  in 
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foreign  parts ;  while  as  to  food  and  other  things, 
England  was  not  better  off  than  it  is  iio\v.  We, 
were  so  rich  simply  because  other  nations  from 
all  parts  of  the  world  were  in  the  habit  of  sending 
their  goods  to  us  to  be  sold  or  manufactured ;  and 
we  thought  that  this  would  last  for  ever.  And  so, 
perhaps,  it  might  have  lasted,  if  we  had  only  taken 
proper  means  to  keep  it;  but,  in  our  folly,  we  were 
too  careless  even  to  insure  our  prosperity,  and  after 
the  course  of  trade  was  turned  away  it  would  not 
come  back  again. 

And  yet,  if  ever  a  nation  had  a  plain  warning, 
we  had.  If  we  were  the  greatest  trading  country, 
our  neighbours  were  the  leading  military  power  in 
Europe.  They  were  driving  a  good  trade,  too,  for 
this  was  before  their  foolish  communism  (about 
which  you  will  hear  when  you  are  older)  had 
mined  the*  rich  without  benefiting  the  poor,  and 
they  were  in  many  respects  the  first  nation  in 
Kurope ;  but  it  was  on  their  army  that  they  prided 
themselves  most.  And  with  reason.  They  had 
beaten  the  Russians  and  the  Austrians,  and  the 
Prussians  too,  in  bygone  years,  and  they  thought 
they  were  invincible.  Well  do  I  remember  tho 
great  review  held  at  Paris  by  the  Emperor  Napo- 
1-  -in  during  the  great  Exhibition,  and  how  proud 
ho  looked  showing  off  his  splendid  Guards  to  the 

:  i bled    kings   and    princes.      Yet   three 
a  ft.  i  wards,  the  force  so  long  deemed  the  first   in 
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Europe  was  ignominiously  beaten,  and  the  whole 
army  taken  prisoners.  Such  a  defeat  had  never 
happened  before  in  the  world's  history ;  and  with 
this  proof  before  us  of  the  folly  of  disbelieving  in 
the  possibility  of  disaster  merely  because  it  had 
never  fallen  upon  us,  it  might  have  been  supposed 
that  we  should  have  the  sense  to  take  the  lesson 
to  heart.  And  the  country  was  certainly  roused  for 
a  time,  and  a  cry  was  raised  that  the  army  ought 
to  be  reorganised,  and  our  defences  strengthened 
against  the  enormous  power  for  sudden  attacks 
which  it  was  seen  other  nations  were  able  to  put 
forth.  And  a  scheme  of  army  reform  was  brought 
forward  by  the  Government.  It  was  a  half-and-half 
affair  at  best ;  and,  unfortunately,  instead  of  being 
taken  up  in  Parliament  as  a  national  scheme,  it 
was  made  a  party  matter  of,  and  so  fell  through. 
There  was  a  Radical  section  of  the  House,  too, 
whose  votes  had  to  be  secured  by  conciliation,  and 
which  blindly  demanded  a  reduction  of  armaments 
as  the  price  of  allegiance.  This  party  always 
decried  military  establishments  as  part  of  a  fixed 
policy  for  reducing  the  influence  of  the  Crown  and 
the  aristocracy.  They  could  not  understand  that 
the  times  had  altogether  changed,  that  the  Crown 
had  really  no  power,  and  that  the  Government 
merely  existed  at  the  pleasure  of  the  House  ot 
Commons,  and  that  even  Parliament-rule  was  be- 
ginning to  give  way  to  mob-law.  At  any  rate,  the 
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Ministry,  baffled  on  all  sides,  gave  up  by  degrees 
all  the  strong  points  of  a  scheme  which  they  wro 
not  heartily  in  earnest  about.    It  was  not  that  there 
was  any  lack  of  money,  if  only  it  had  been  spent  in 
the  right  way.     The  army  cost  enough,  and  more 
than  enough,  to  give  us  a  proper  defence,  and  there 
were  armed  men  of  sorts  in  plenty  and  to  spare,  if 
only  they  had  been  decently  organised.     It  was  in 
organisation  and   forethought   that  we   fell   short, 
because  our  rulers  did  not  heartily  believe  in  the 
need  for  preparation.     The  fleet  and  the  Channel, 
they   said,    were    sufficient   protection.      So   army 
reform  was  put  off  to  some  more  convenient  season, 
and  the  militia  and  volunteers  were  left  untrained 
as  before,  because  to  call  them  out  for  drill  would 
"interfere  with  the  industry  of  the  country."     We 
could  have  given  up  some  of  the  industry  of  those 
days,  forsooth,  and  yet  be  busier  than  we  are  now. 
But  why  tell  you  a  tale  you  have  so  often  heard 
already?     The  nation,  although  uneasy,  was  misled 
by  the  false  security  its  leaders  professed  to  feel ; 
tin-  warning  given  by  the  disasters  that  overtook 
France  was  allowed   to  pass   by  unheeded.      AYe 
would  not  even  be  at  the  trouble  of  putting  our 
arsenals  in  a  safe  place,  or  of  guarding  the  capital 
against    a   surprise,  although  the  cost  of  doing  so 
would  not  have  been  so  much  as  missed  from  the 
national  wealth.     The  French  trusted  in  tlieir  army 
and  its  ^;reat  reputation,  we  in  our  fleet;   and  in 
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each  case  the  result  of  this  blind  confidence  was 
disaster,  such  as  our  forefathers  in  their  hardest 
struggles  could  not  have  even  imagined. 

I  need  hardly  tell  you  how  the  crash  came  about. 
First,  the  rising  in  India  drew  away  a  part  of  our 
small  army ;  then  came  the  difficulty  with  America, 
which  had  been  threatening  for  years,  and  we  sent 
off  ten  thousand  men  to  defend  Canada — a  handful 
which  did  not  go  far  to  strengthen  the  real  defences 
of  that  country,  but  formed  an  irresistible  tempt- 
ation to  the  Americans  to  try  and  take  them  pris- 
oners, especially  as  the  contingent  included  threo 
battalions  of  the  Guards.  Thus  the  regular  army 
at  home  was  even  smaller  than  usual,  and  nearly 
half  of  it  was  in  Ireland  to  check  the  talked- of 
Fenian  invasion  fitting  out  in  the  West.  Worse 
still — though  I  do  not  know  it  would  really  have 
mattered  as  things  turned  out — the  fleet  was  scat- 
tered abroad  :  some  ships  to  guard  the  West  Indies, 
others  to  check  privateering  in  the  China  seas,  and 
a  large  part  to  try  and  protect  our  colonies  on  tho 
Northern  Pacific  shore  of  America,  where,  witli  in- 
credible folly,  we  continued  to  retain  possessions 
\vliirh  we  could  not  possibly  defend.  America  was 
not  the  great  power  forty  years  ago  that  it  is  now  ; 
but  for  us  to  try  and  hold  territory  on  her  shores 
which  could  only  be  reached  by  sailing  round  the 
Horn,  was  as  absurd  as  if  she  had  attempted  to  take 
the  Isle  of  Man  before  the  independence  of  Ireland. 
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We  see  tliis  plainly  enough  now,  but  we  were  all 
Mind  then. 

It  was  while  we  were  in  this  state,  with  our  ships 
all  over  the  world,  and  our  little  bit  of  an  army  cut 
ii})  into  detachments,  that  the  Secret  Treaty  was 
published,  and  Holland  and  Denmark  were  annexed. 
People  say  now  that  wo  might  have  escaped  the 
troubles  which  came  on  us  if  we  had  at  any  rate 
kept  quiet  till  our  other  difficulties  were  settled ; 
but  the  English  were  always  an  impulsive  lot :  the 
whole  country  was  boiling  over  with  indignation, 
and  the  Government,  egged  on  by  the  press,  and 
going  with  the  stream,  declared  war.  We  had 
always  got  out  of  scrapes  before,  and  we  be! 
our  old  luck  and  pluck  would  somehow  pull  us 
through. 

Then,  of  course,  there  was  bustle  and  hurry  all 
over  the  land.  Not  that  the  calling  up  of  the  army 
reserves  caused  much  stir,  for  I  think  there  were 
only  about  5000  altogether,  and  a  good  many  of 
these  were  not  to  be  found  when  the  time  came; 
but  recruiting  was  going  on  all  «>ver  the  country, 
with  a  tremendous  high  bounty,  50,000  more  men 
having  born  voted  for  the  army.  Then  then 
a  Ballot  Bill  passed  for  adding  55,500  men  to  the 
militia;  why  a  round  number  was  not  fixed  on  I 
don't  know,  but  the  Prime  Minister  said  that  this 
was  the  exact  quota  wanted  t»>  put  the  defences  of 
the  country  on  a  sound  footing.  Then  the  ship- 
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building  that  began  !  Ironclads,  despatch  -  boats, 
gunboats,  monitors, — every  building-yard  in  the 
country  got  its  job,  and  they  were  offering  ten 
shillings  a-day  wages  for  anybody  who  could  drive 
a  rivet.  This  didn't  improve  the  recruiting,  you 
may  suppose.  I  remember,  too,  there  was  a  squab- 
ble in  the  House  of  Commons  about  whether  arti- 
sans should  be  drawn  for  the  ballot,  as  they  were  so 
much  wanted,  and  I  think  they  got  an  exemption. 
This  sent  numbers  to  the  yards  ;  and  if  we  had  had 
a  couple  of  years  to  prepare  instead  of  a  couple  of 
weeks,  I  daresay  we  should  have  done  very  well. 

It  was  on  a  Monday  that  the  declaration  of  war 
was  announced,  and  in  a  few  hours  we  got  our  first 
inkling  of  the  sort  of  preparation  the  enemy  had 
made  for  the  event  which  they  had  really  brought 
about,  although  the  actual  declaration  was  made  by 
us.  A  pious  appeal  to  the  God  of  battles,  whom  it 
was  said  we  had  aroused,  was  telegraphed  back; 
and  from  that  moment  all  communication  with  the 
north  of  Europe  was  cut  off.  Our  embassies  and 
legations  were  packed  off  at  an  hour's  notice,  and  it 
was  as  if  we  had  suddenly  come  back  to  the  middle 
ages.  The  dumb  astonishment  visible  all  over 
London  the  next  morning,  when  the  papers  came 
out  void  of  news,  merely  hinting  at  what  had 
happened,  was  one  of  the  most  startling  things  in 
this  war  of  surprises.  But  everything  hud  la-i-n 
arranged  beforehand  j  nor  ought  we  to  have  been 
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surprised,  for  we  had  seen  the  same  power,  only  a 
few  months  before,  move  down  half  a  million  of  men 
on  a  few  days'  notice,  to  conquer  the  greatest  military 
nation  in  Europe,  with  no  more  fuss  than  our  War 
Office  used  to  make  over  the  transport  of  a  brigade 
from  Aldershot  to  Brighton, — and  this,  too,  without 
the  allies  it  had  now.  What  happened  now  was 
not  a  bit  more  wonderful  in  reality ;  but  people  of 
this  country  could  not  bring  themselves  to  believe 
that  what  had  never  occurred  before  to  England 
could  ever  possibly  happen.  Like  our  neighbours, 
we  became  wise  when  it  was  too  late. 

Of  course  the  papers  were  not  long  in  getting 
news — even  the  mighty  organisation  set  at  work 
could  not  shut  out  a  special  correspondent ;  and  in 
a  very  few  days,  although  the  telegraphs  and  rail- 
ways were  intercepted  right  across  Europe,  tho 
main  facts  oozed  out.  An  embargo  had  been  laid 
on  all  the  shipping  in  every  port  from  the  Baltic  to 
Ostend ;  the  fleets  of  the  two  great  Powers  had 
moved  out,  and  it  was  supposed  were  assembled  in 
the  great  northern  harbour,  and  troops  were  hurry- 
ing on  board  all  the  steamers  detained  in  tl  !«'<•> 
places,  most  of  which  were  British  vessels.  It  was 
clear  that  invasion  was  intended.  Even  then  wo 
miglit  have  been  saved,  if  the  fleet  had  been  rra«ly. 
The  forts  which  guarded  the  flotilla  were  perhaps 
too  strong  for  shipping  to  attempt ;  but  an  ironclad 
or  two,  handled  as  British  sailors  knew  how  to  use 
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them,  might  have  destroyed  or  damaged  a  part  of 
the  transports,  and  delayed  the  expedition,  giving 
us  what  we  wanted,  time.  But  then  the  best  part 
of  the  fleet  had  been  decoyed  down  to  the  Darda- 
nelles, and  what  remained  of  the  Channel  squadron 
was  looking  after  Fenian  filibusters  off  the  west  of 
Ireland ;  so  it  was  ten  days  before  the  fleet  was  got 
together,  and  by  that  time  it  was  plain  the  enemy's 
preparations  were  too  far  advanced  to  be  stopped  by 
a  coup-de-main.  Information,  which  came  chiefly 
through  Italy,  came  slowly,  and  was  more  or  less 
vague  and  uncertain ;  but  this  much  was  known, 
that  at  least  a  couple  of  hundred  thousand  men 
were  embarked  or  ready  to  be  put  on  board  ships, 
and  that  the  flotilla  was  guarded  by  more  ironclads 
than  we  could  then  muster.  I  suppose  it  was  the 
uncertainty  as  to  the  point  the  enemy  would  aim  at 
for  landing,  and  the  fear  lest  he  should  give  us  the 
go-by,  that  kept  the  fleet  for  several  days  in  the 
Downs  ;  but  it  was  not  until  the  Tuesday  fortnight 
after  the  declaration  of  war  that  it  weighed  anchor 
and  steamed  away  for  the  North  Sea.  Of  course 
you  have  read  about  the  Queen's  visit  to  the  fleet 
the  day  before,  and  how  she  sailed  round  the  ships 
in  her  yacht,  and  went  on  board  the  flag-ship  to 
take  leave  of  the  admiral ;  ho\v,  overcome  with 
emotion,  she  told  him  that  the  safety  of  the  country 
was  committed  to  his  keeping.  You  remember,  too, 
the  gallant  old  officer's  reply,  and  how  all  the  ships' 
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yards  were  manned,  and  how  lustily  the  tars  cheer- 
ed as  her  Majesty  was  rowed  off.  The  account  was 
of  course  telegraphed  to  London,  and  the  high 
spirits  of  the  fleet  infected  the  whole  town.  I  was 
outside  the  Charing  Cross  station  when  the  Queen's 
special  train  from  Dover  arrived,  and  from  the 
cheering  and  shouting  which  greeted  her  Majesty 
as  she  drove  away,  you  might  have  supposed  wo 
had  already  won  a  great  victory.  The  leading 
journal,  which  had  gone  in  strongly  for  the  army 
reduction  carried  out  during  the  session,  and  had 
been  nervous  and  desponding  in  tone  during  the 
past  fortnight,  suggesting  all  sorts  of  compromises 
as  a  way  of  getting  out  of  the  war,  came  out  in  a 
very  jubilant  form  next  morning.  "  Panic-stricken 
inquirers,"  it  said,  "  ask  now,  where  are  the  means 
of  meeting  the  invasion?  We  reply  that  the  inva- 
sion will  never  take  place.  A  British  fleet,  manned 
by  British  sailors  whoso  courage  and  enthusiasm 
are  reflected  in  the  people  of  this  country,  is  already 
on  the  way  to  meet  the  presumptuoiis  foe.  The 
issue  of  a  contest  between  British  ships  and  those 
of  any  other  country,  under  anything  like  e<jiial 
ndds,  can  never  be  doubtful.  England  awaits  with 
calm  confidence  the  issue  of  the  impending  action." 
Such  were  the  words  of  the  leading  article,  and 
BO  we  all  felt.  It  was  on  Tuesday,  the  10th  of 
August,  that  the  fleet  sailed  from  the  Downs.  It 
took  with  it  a  submarine  cable  to  lay  down  as  it 
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advanced,  so  that  continuous  communication  was 
kept  up,  and  the  papers  were  publishing  special 
editions  every  few  minutes  with  the  latest  news. 
This  was  the  first  time  such  a  thing  had  been  done, 
and  the  feat  was  accepted  as  a  good  omen.  Whether 
it  is  true  that  the  Admiralty  made  use  of  the  cable 
to  keep  on  sending  contradictory  orders,  which  took 
the  command  out  of  the  admiral's  hands,  I  can't  say ; 
but  all  that  the  admiral  sent  in  return  was  a  few 
messages  of  the  briefest  kind,  wrhich  neither  the 
Admiralty  nor  any  one  else  could  have  made  any 
use  of.  Such  a  ship  had  gone  off  reconnoitring ; 
such  another  had  rejoined — fleet  was  in  latitude  so 
and  so.  This  went  on  till  the  Thursday  morning. 
I  had  just  come  up  to  town  by  train  as  usual,  and 
was  \valking  to  my  office,  wrhen  the  newsboys  began 
to  cry,  "  New  edition — enemy's  fleet  in  sight ! " 
You  may  imagine  the  scene  in  London  !  Business 
still  went  on  at  the  banks,  for  bills  matured  although 
the  independence  of  the  country  was  being  fought 
out  under  our  own  eyes,  so  to  say,  and  the  specula- 
tors were  active  enough.  But  even  with  the  people 
who  were  making  and  losing  their  fortunes,  tho 
interest  in  the  fleet  overcame  everything  else  ;  men 
who  went  to  pay  in  or  draw  out  their  money  stop- 
ped to  show  the  last  bulletin  to  the  cashier.  As  for 
the  street,  you  could  hardly  get  along  for  tho  cn>\vd 
stopping  to  buy  and  read  the  papers;  while  at 
every  house  or  office  the  members  sat  restlessly  in 
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the  common  room,  as  if  to  keep  together  for  com- 
pany, sending  out  some  one  of  their  number  every 
few  minutes  to  get  the  latest  edition.  At  least  this 
is  what  happened  at  our  office  ;  but  to  sit  still  was 
as  impossible  as  to  do  anything,  and  most  of  us 
went  out  and  wandered  about  among  the  crowd, 
under  a  sort  of  feeling  that  the  news  was  got 
quicker  at  in  this  way.  Bad  as  were  the  times 
coming,  I  think  the  sickening  suspense  of  that  day, 
and  the  shock  which  followed,  was  almost  the  worst 
that  we  underwent.  It  was  about  ten  o'clock  that 
the  first  telegram  came  ;  an  hour  later  the  win* 
announced  that  the  admiral  had  signalled  to  form 
line  of  battle,  and  shortly  afterwards  that  the  order 
was  given  to  bear  down  on  the  enemy  and  engage. 
At  twelve  came  the  announcement,  "  Fleet  opened 
fire  about  three  miles  to  leeward  of  us  " — that  is, 
the  ship  with  the  cable.  So  far  all  had  been  ex- 
pectancy ;  then  came  the  first  token  of  calamity. 
"  An  ironclad  has  been  blown  up  " — "  the  enemy's 
torpedoes  are  doing  great  damage  " — "  the  flag-ship 
is  laid  aboard  the  enemy  " — "  the  flag-ship  appears 
to  bo  sinking"  —  "the  vice-admiral  has  signalled 
to" — there  the  cable  became  silent,  and,  as  you 
know,  we  heard  no  more  till,  two  days  afterwards, 
the  solitary  ironclad  which  escaped  the  disaster 
steamed  into  Portsmouth. 

Then  the  whole  story  came  out — how  our  sailors, 
gallant  as  ever,  had  tried  to  close  with  the  enemy  ; 
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how  the  latter  evaded  the  conflict  at  close  quarters, 
and,  sheering  off,  left  behind  them  the  fatal  engines 
which  sent  our  ships,  one  after  the  other,  to  the  bot- 
tom ;  how  all  this  happened  almost  in  a  few  minutes. 
•The  Government,  it  appears,  had  received  warnings 
of  this  invention ;  but  to  the  nation  this  stunning 
blow  was  utterly  unexpected.  That  Thursday  I 
had  to  go  home  early  for  regimental  drill,  but  it  was 
impossible  to  remain  doing  nothing,  so  when  that 
was  over  I  went  up  to  town  again,  and  after  waiting 
in  expectation  of  news  which  never  came,  and  miss- 
ing the  midnight  train,  I  walked  home.  It  was 
a  hot  sultry  night,  and  I  did  not  arrive  till  near 
sunrise.  The  whole  town  was  quite  still — the  lull 
before  the  storm ;  and  as  I  let  myself  in  with  my 
latch-key,  and  went  softly  up-stairs  to  my  room  to 
avoid  waking  the  sleeping  household,  I  could  not 
but  contrast  the  peacefulness  of  the  morning — no 
sound  breaking  the  silence  but  the  singing  of  the 
birds  in  the  garden — with  the  passionate  remorse 
and  indignation  that  would  break  out  with  the  day. 
Perhaps  the  inmates  of  the  rooms  were  as  wakeful 
as  myself;  but  the  house  in  its  stillness  was  just  as 
it  used  to  be  when  I  came  home  alone  from  balls  or 
parties  in  the  happy  days  gone  by.  Tired  though 
I  was,  I  could  not  sleep,  so  I  went  down  to  the 
river  and  had  ;i  swim  ;  and  on  returning  found  the 
household  was  assembling  for  early  breakfast.  A 
sorrowful  household  it  was,  although  the  burden 
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pressing  on  each  was  partly  an  unseen  one.  M y 
father,  doubting  whether  his  firm  could  last  through 
the  day  ;  my  mother,  her  distress  about  my  brother, 
now  with  his  regiment  on  the  coast,  already  exceed- 
ing that  which  she  felt  for  the  public  misfortune, 
had  come  down,  although  hardly  fit  to  leave  her 
room.  My  sister  Clara  was  worst  of  all,  for  she 
could  not  but  try  to  disguise  her  special  interest  in 
the  fleet ;  and  though  we  had  all  guessed  that  her 
heart  was  given  to  the  young  lieutenant  in  the  flag- 
ship— the  first  vessel  to  go  down — a  love  unclaimed 
could  not  be  told,  nor  could  we  express  the  sym- 
pathy we  felt  for  the  poor  girl.  That  breakfast,  the 
last  meal  we  ever  had  together,  was  soon  ended, 
and  my  father  and  I  went  up  to  town  by  an  early 
train,  and  got  there  just  as  the  fatal  announce- 
ment of  the  loss  of  the  fleet  was  telegraphed  from 
Portsmouth. 

The  panic  and  excitement  of  that  day — how  the 
funds  went  down  to  35  ;  the  run  upon  the  bank  and 
its  stoppage  ;  the  fall  of  half  the  houses  in  the  city ; 
how  the  Government  issued  a  notification  suspend- 
ing specie  payment  and  the  tendering  of  bills — this 
last  precaution  too  late  for  most  firms,  Graham  and 
Co.  among  the  number,  which  stopped  payment  as 
soon  as  my  father  got  to  the  office ;  the  call  to 
arms,  and  the  unanimous  response  of  the  country — 
all  this  is  history  which  I  need  not  repeat.  You  wish 
to  hear  about  my  own  share  in  the  business  of  tho 
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time.  Well,  volunteering  had  increased  immensely 
from  the  day  war  was  proclaimed,  and  our  regiment 
went  up  in  a  day  or  two  from  its  usual  strength  of 
600  to  nearly  1000.  But  the  stock  of  rifles  was  defi- 
cient. We  were  promised  a  further  supply  in  a  few 
days,  which,  however,  we  never  received  ;  and  while 
waiting  for  them  the  regiment  had  to  be  divided 
into  two  parts,  the  recruits  drilling  with  the  rifles 
in  the  morning,  and  we  old  hands  in  the  evening. 
The  failures  and  stoppage  of  work  on  this  black 
Friday  threw  an  immense  number  of  young  men 
out  of  employment,  and  we  recruited  up  to  1400 
strong  by  the  next  day ;  but  what  was  the  use  of 
all  these  men  without  arms  ?  On  the  Saturday  it 
was  announced  that  a  lot  of  smooth-bore  muskets 
in  store  at  the  Tower  would  be  served  out  to  regi- 
ments applying  for  them,  and  a  regular  scramble 
took  place  among  the  volunteers  for  them,  and  our 
people  got  hold  of  a  couple  of  hundred.  But  you 
might  almost  as  well  have  tried  to  learn  rifle-drill 
with  a  broom  -  stick  as  with  old  brown  bess ;  be- 
sides, there  was  no  smooth-bore  ammunition  in  the 
country.  A  national  subscription  was  opened  for 
the  manufacture  of  rifles  at  Birmingham,  which  ran 
up  to  a  couple  of  millions  in  two  days,  but,  like 
everything  else,  this  came  too  late.  To  return  to 
the  volunteers  :  camps  had  been  formed  a  fortnight 
before  at  Dover,  Brighton,  Harwich,  and  other 
places,  of  regulars  and  militia,  and  the  headquarters 
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of  most  of  the  volunteer  regiments  were  attached  to 
one  or  other  of  them,  and  tin-  volunteers  themselves 
used  to  go  down  for  drill  from  day  to  day,  as  they 
could  spare  time,  and  on  Friday  an  order  went  out 
that  they  should  be  permanently  embodied  ;  but 
the  metropolitan  volunteers  wore  still  kept  about 
London  as  a  sort  of  reserve,  till  it  could  be  seen 
at  what  point  the  invasion  would  take  place.  Wo 
were  all  told  off  to  brigades  and  divisions.  Our 
brigade  consisted  of  the  4th  Royal  Surrey  Militia, 
the  1st  Surrey  Administrative  Battalion,  as  it  was 
called,  at  Clapham,  the  7th  Surrey  Volunteers  at 
South wark,  and  ourselves;  but  only  our  battalion 
and  the  militia  were  quartered  in  the  same  place, 
and  the  whole  brigade  had  merely  two  or  three 
afternoons  together  at  brigade  exercise  in  Bushey 
Park  before  the  march  took  place.  Our  brigadier 
belonged  to  a  line  regiment  in  Ireland,  and  did  not 
join  till  the  very  morning  the  order  came.  ^lean- 
while,  during  the  preliminary  fortnight,  the  militia 
colonel  commanded.  But  though  \ve  volunteers 
were  busy  with  our  drill  and  preparations,  tli->se 
of  us  who,  like  myself,  belonged  to  (inveininent 
offices,  had  more  than  enough  of  office  work  to  do, 
as  you  may  suppose.  The  volunteer  clerics  wen- 
allowed  to  leave  office  at  four  o'clock,  but  the  rest 
were  kept  hard  at  the  desk  far  into  the  night. 
Orders  to  the  lord-lieutenants,  to  the  nia^ist 
notifications,  all  the  arrangements  for  cleaning  out 
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the  workhouses  for  hospitals — these  and  a  hundred 
other  things  had  to  be  managed  in  our  office,  and 
there  was  as  much  bustle  indoors  as  out.  Fortu- 
nate we  were  to  be  so  busy — the  people  to  be  pitied 
were  those  who  had  nothing  to  do.  And  on  Sun- 
day (that  was  the  15th  August)  work  went  on  just 
as  usual.  We  had  an  early  parade  and  drill,  and  I 
went  up  to  town  by  the  nine  o'clock  train  in  my  uni- 
form, taking  my  rifle  with  me  in  case  of  accidents, 
and  luckily  too,  as  it  turned  out,  a  mackintosh  over- 
coat. When  I  got  to  Waterloo  there  were  all  sorts 
of  rumours  afloat.  A  fleet  had  been  seen  off  the 
Downs,  and  some  of  the  despatch-boats  which  were 
hovering  about  the  coasts  brought  news  that  there 
was  a  large  flotilla  off  Harwich,  but  nothing  could 
be  seen  from  the  shore,  as  the  weather  was  hazy. 
The  enemy's  light  ships  had  taken  and  sunk  all 
the  fishing-boats  they  could  catch,  to  prevent  the 
news  of  their  whereabouts  reaching  us  ;  but  a  few 
escaped  during  the  night  and  reported  that  the 
Inconstant  frigate  coming  home  from  North  Amer- 
ica, without  any  knowledge  of  what  had  taken 
place,  had  sailed  right  into  the  enemy's  fleet  and 
In -en  raptured.  In  town  the  troops  were  all  getting 
n-ady  fur  a  move;  the  Guards  in  the  Wellington 
Hun-auks  \\viv  under  arms,  and  their  baggage- 
waggons  packed  and  drawn  up  in  the  Hird-ca^v 
Walk.  The  usual  guard  at  the  Horse  (Juurds  had 
been  withdrawn,  and  orderlies  and  staff -officers 
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were  going  to  and  fro.  All  this  I  saw  on  the  way 
to  my  office,  where  I  worked  away  till  twelve 
o'clock,  and  then  feeling  hungry  after  my  early 
1'ivakfast,  I  went  across  Parliament  Street  to  my 
club  to  get  some  luncheon.  There  were  about  half- 
a-dozen  men  in  the  coffee-room,  none  of  whom  I 
kiu-\v  ;  but  in  a  minute  or  two  Danvers  of  the  Trea- 
sury entered  in  a  tremendous  hurry.  From  him  I 
got  the  first  bit  of  authentic  news  I  had  had  that 
day.  The  enemy  had  landed  in  force  near  Harwich, 
and  the  metropolitan  regiments  were  ordered  down 
there  to  reinforce  the  troops  already  collected  in 
that  neighbourhood  ;  his  regiment  was  to  parade  at 
one  o'clock,  and  he  had  come  to  get  something  to 
eat  before  starting.  We  bolted  a  hurried  lunch, 
and  were  just  leaving  the  club  when  a  messenger 
from  the  Treasury  came  running  into  the  hall. 

"  Oh,  Mr  Danvers,"  said  he,  "  I've  come  to  look 
for  you,  sir ;  the  secretary  says  that  all  the  gentle- 
men are  wanted  at  the  office,  and  that  you  must 
please  not  one  of  you  go  with  the  regiments." 

"The  devil!"  cried  Danvers. 

"  Do  you  know  if  that  order  extends  to  all  the 
public  offices?"  I  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  man,  "  but  I  believe  it 
<!<>.  I  know  there's  messengers  gone  round  to  all 
the  clubs  and  luncheon-bars  to  look  for  the  gentle- 
men;  the  secretary  says  it's  quite  impossible  any 
one  can  be  spared  just  now,  there's  so  much  work 
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to  do  ;  there's  orders  just  come  to  send  off  our 
records  to  Birmingham  to-night." 

I  did  not  wait  to  condole  with  Danvers,  but,  just 
glancing  up  Whitehall  to  see  if  any  of  our  messen- 
gers were  in  pursuit,  I  ran  off  as  hard  as  I  could 
for  Westminster  Bridge,  and  so  to  the  Waterloo 
station. 

The  place  had  quite  changed  its  aspect  since  the 
morning.  The  regular  service  of  trains  had  ceased, 
and  the  station  and  approaches  were  full  of  troops, 
among  them  the  Guards  and  artillery.  Everything 
was  very  orderly :  the  men  had  piled  arms,  and 
were  standing  about  in  groups.  There  was  no 
sign  of  high  spirits  or  enthusiasm.  Matters  had 
become  too  serious.  Every  man's  face  reflected 
the  general  feeling  that  we  had  neglected  the 
warnings  given  us,  and  that  now  the  danger  so 
long  derided  as  impossible  and  absurd  had  really 
come  and  found  us  unprepared.  But  the  soldiers, 
if  grave,  looked  determined,  like  men  who  meant 
to  do  their  duty  whatever  might  happen.  A  train 
full  of  guardsmen  was  just  starting  for  Guildford. 
I  was  told  it  would  stop  at  Surbiton,  and,  -with 
several  other  volunteers,  hurrying  like  myself  to 
join  our  regiment,  got  a  place  in  it.  We  did  not 
arrive  a  moment  too  soon,  for  the  regiment  was 
marching  from  Kingston  down  to  the  station.  Tho 
destination  of  our  brigade  was  the  east  coast.  Empty 
carriages  were  drawn  up  in  the  siding,  and  our  regi- 
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ment  was  to  go  first.  A  large  crowd  was 
to  see  it  off,  including  tin-  n -emits  who  had  jnim-d 
during  the  last  fortnight,  and  who  formed  by  far  the 
largest  part  of  our  strength.  They  were  to  stay 
behind,  and  were  certainly  very  much  in  the  wjiy 
already;  for  as  all  the  officers  and  sergeants  be- 
longed to  the  active  part,  there  was  no  one  to  k-.-i-p 
discipline  among  them,  and  they  came  crowding 
around  us,  breaking  the  ranks  and  making  it  diffi- 
cult to  get  into  the  train.  Here  I  saw  our  new 
brigadier  for  the  first  time.  He  was  a  soldier-like 
man,  and  no  doubt  knew  his  duty,  but  he  appeared 
new  to  volunteers,  and  did  not  seem  to  know  how 
to  deal  with  gentlemen  privates.  I  wanted  very 
much  to  run  home  and  get  my  greatcoat  and  knap- 
sack, which  I  had  bought  a  few  days  ago,  but  feared 
to  be  left  behind  ;  a  good-natured  recruit  volun- 
teered to  fetch  them  for  me,  but  he  had  not  returned 
before  we  started,  and  I  began  the  campaign  with 
a  kit  consisting  of  a  mackintosh  and  a  small  pouch 
of  tobacco. 

It  was  a  tremendous  squeeze  in  the  train;  for, 
IH  -ides  the  ten  men  sitting  down,  there  were  three 
or  four  standing  up  in  every  compartment,  and  the 
afternoon  was  close  and  sultry,  and  there  were  so 
many  stoppages  on  the  way  that  we  took  nearly  an 
hour  and  a  half  crawling  up  to  Waterloo.  It  was 
between  five  and  six  in  the  afternoon  when  we  arrived 
thoro,  and  it  was  nearly  seven  before  we  marched  up 
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to  the  Shoreditch  station.  The  whole  place  was  filled 
up  with  stores  and  ammunition,  to  be  sent  off  to  the 
east,  so  we  piled  arms  in  the  street  and  scattered 
about  to  get  food  and  drink,  of  which  most  of  us 
stood  in  need,  especially  the  latter,  for  some  were 
already  feeling  the  worse  for  the  heat  and  crush. 
1  was  just  stepping  into  a  public-house  with  Travers, 
wl it'll  who  should  drive  up  but  his  pretty  wife  ? 
Most  of  our  friends  had  paid  their  adieus  at  the 
Surbiton  station,  but  she  had  driven  up  by  the 
road  in  his  brougham,  bringing  their  little  boy  to 
have  a  last  look  at  papa.  She  had  also  brought 
his  knapsack  and  greatcoat,  and,  what  was  still 
more  acceptable,  a  basket  containing  fowls,  tongue, 
bread-and-butter,  and  biscuits,  and  a  couple  of 
bottles  of  claret,  —  which  priceless  luxuries  they 
insisted  on  my  sharing. 

Meanwhile  the  hours  went  on.  The  4th  Surrey 
Militia,  which  had  marched  all  the  way  from  Kings- 
ton, had  come  up,  as  well  as  the  other  volunteer 
corps ;  the  station  had  been  partly  cleared  of  the 
stores  that  encumbered  it ;  some  artillery,  two 
militia  regiments,  and  a  battalion  of  the  line,  had 
been  despatched,  and  our  turn  to  start  had  come, 
and  long  lines  of  carriages  were  drawn  up  ready 
for  us ;  but  still  we  remained  in  the  street.  You 
may  fancy  the  scene.  There  seemed  to  be  as  many 
people  as  ever  in  London,  and  we  could  hardly 
move  for  the  crowds  of  spectators — fellows  hawk- 
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ing  fruits  and  volunteers'  comforts,  newsboys  and 
so  forth,  to  say  nothing  of  the  cabs  and  omnibuses ; 
-while  orderlies  and  staff -officers  were  constantly 
riding  up  with  messages.  A  good  many  of  the 
militiamen,  and  some  of  our  people  too,  had  taken 
more  than  enough  to  drink  ;  perhaps  a  hot  sun  "iad 
told  on  empty  stomachs  ;  anyhow,  they  became 
very  noisy.  The  din,  dirt,  and  heat  were  inde- 
scribable. So  the  evening  wore  on,  and  all  the 
information  our  officers  could  get  from  the  briga- 
dier, who  appeared  to  be  acting  under  another 
general,  was,  that  orders  had  come  to  stand  fast 
for  the  present.  Gradually  the  street  became 
quieter  and  cooler.  The  brigadier,  who,  by  way 
of  setting  an  example,  had  remained  for  some  hours 
without  leaving  his  saddle,  had  got  a  chair  out  of  a 
shop,  and  sat  nodding  in  it ;  most  of  the  men  were 
lying  down  or  sitting  on  the  pavement — some  sleep- 
ing, some  smoking.  In  vain  had  Travers  begged  his 
wife  to  go  home.  She  declared  that,  having  come 
so  far,  she  would  stay  and  see  the  last  of  us.  The 
brougham  had  been  sent  away  to  a  by-street,  as 
it  blocked  up  the  road ;  so  he  sat  on  a  doorstep, 
she  by  him  on  the  knapsack.  Little  Arthur,  who 
had  been  delighted  at  the  bustle  and  the  uniforms, 
and  in  high  spirits,  became  at  last  very  cross,  and 
eventually  cried  himself  to  sleep  in  his  father's 
arms,  his  golden  hair  and  one  little  dimpled  arm 
hanging  over  his  shoulder.  Thus  went  on  the 
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weary  hours,  till  suddenly  the  assembly  sounded, 
and  we  all  started  up.  We  were  to  return  to 
Waterloo.  The  landing  on  the  east  was  only  a 
feint — so  ran  the  rumour — the  real  attack  was  on 
the  south.  Anything  seemed  better  than  indecision 
and  delay,  and,  tired  though  we  were,  the  march 
back  was  gladly  hailed.  Mrs  Travers,  who  made 
us  take  the  remains  of  the  luncheon  with  us,  we 
left  to  look  for  her  carriage  ;  little  Arthur,  who 
was  awake  again,  but  very  good  and  quiet,  in  her 
arms. 

We  did  not  reach  Waterloo  till  nearly  midnight, 
and  there  was  some  delay  in  starting  again.  Several 
volunteer  and  militia  regiments  had  arrived  from 
the  north ;  the  station  and  all  its  approaches  were 
jammed  up  with  men,  and  trains  were  being  de- 
spatched away  as  fast  as  they  could  be  made  up. 
All  this  time  no  news  had  reached  us  since  the  first 
announcement;  but  the  excitement  then  aroused 
had  now  passed  away  under  the  influence  of  fatigue 
"and  want  of  sleep,  and  most  of  us  dozed  off  as  soon 
as  we  got  under  way.  I  did,  at  any  rate,  and  was 
awoke  by  the  train  stopping  at  Leatherhead.  There 
was  an  up-train  returning  to  town,  and  some  per- 
sons in  it  were  bringing  up  news  from  the  coast. 
We  could  not,  from  our  part  of  the  train,  hear  what 
they  said,  but  the  rumour  was  passed  up  from  ono 
carriage  to  another.  The  enemy  had  landed  in 
force  at  Worthing.  Their  position  had  been  at- 
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tacked  by  the  troops  from  the  camp  near  Brighton, 
and  tin-  action  would  be  renewed  in  tho  morning-. 
The  volunteers  had  behaved  very  well.  This  was 
all  the  information  we  could  get.  So,  then,  the 
invasion  had  come  at  last  It  was  clear,  at  any 
rate,  from  what  was  said,  that  the  enemy  had  not 
been  driven  back  yet,  and  we  should  be  in  time 
most  likely  to  take  a  share  in  the  defence.  It  was 
sunrise  when  the  train  crawled  into  Dorking,  for 
there  had  been  numerous  stoppages  on  the  way  , 
and  here  it  was  pulled  up  for  a  long  time,  and  wo 
were  told  to  get  out  and  stretch  ourselves  —  an 
order  gladly  responded  to,  for  wo  had  been 
closely  packed  all  night.  Most  of  us,  too,  took  tho 
opportunity  to  make  an  early  breakfast  off  the  food 
we  had  brought  from  Shoreditch.  I  had  the  remains 
of  Mrs  Travers's  fowl  and  some  bread  wrapped  up 
in  my  waterproof,  which  I  shared  with  one  or  two 
less  provident  comrades.  We  could  see  from  our 
halting-place  that  the  line  was  blocked  with  trains 
beyond  and  behind.  It  must  have  been  about  eight 
o'clock  when  we  got  orders  to  take  our  seats  again, 
and  the  train  began  to  move  slowly  on  towards 
Horsham.  Horsham  Junction  was  tho  point  to 
be  occupied — so  the  rumour  went ;  but  about  ten 
o'clock,  when  halting  at  a  small  station  a  few  miles 
short  of  it,  tho  order  came  to  leave  the  train,  and 
our  brigade  formed  in  column  on  the  highroad. 
Beyond  us  was  some  field  -  artillery  •  and  further 
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on,  so  we  were  told  by  a  staff-officer,  another  bri- 
gade, which  was  to  make  up  a  division  with  ours. 
After  more  delays  the  line  began  to  move,  but  not 
forwards ;  our  route  was  towards  the  north-west, 
and  a  sort  of  suspicion  of  the  state  of  affairs  flashed 
across  my  mind.  Horsham  was  already  occupied 
by  the  enemy's  advanced-guard,  and  we  were  to 
fall  back  on  Leith  Common,  and  take  up  a  position 
threatening  his  flank,  should  he  advance  either  to 
Guildford  or  Dorking.  This  was  soon  confirmed 
by  what  the  colonel  was  told  by  the  brigadier  and 
passed  down  the  ranks  ;  and  just  now,  for  the  first 
time,  the  boom  of  artillery  came  up  on  the  light 
south  breeze.  In  about  an  hour  the  firing  ceased. 
What  did  it  mean  ?  We  could  not  tell.  Meanwhile 
our  march  continued.  The  day  was  very  close  and 
sultry,  and  the  clouds  of  dust  stirred  up  by  our  feet 
almost  suffocated  us.  I  had  saved  a  soda-water 
bottleful  of  yesterday's  claret ;  but  this  went  only 
a  short  way,  for  there  were  many  mouths  to  share 
it  with,  and  the  thirst  soon  became  as  bad  as  ever. 
Several  of  the  regiment  fell  out  from  faintness,  and 
we  made  frequent  halts  to  rest  and  let  the  stragglers 
come  up.  At  last  we  reached  the  top  of  Leith  Hill. 
It  is  a  striking  spot,  being  the  highest  point  in  the 
south  of  England.  The  view  from  it  is  splendid, 
and  most  lovely  did  the  country  look  this  summer 
day,  although  the  grass  was  brown  from  the  long 
dr.  night.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  get  from  the 
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dusty  road  on  to  the  common,  and  at  the  top  of  the. 
hill  th» -iv  was  a  refreshing  breeze.  We  could  see 
now,  for  the  first  time,  the  whole  of  our  division. 
Our  own  regiment  did  not  muster  more  than  500, 
for  it  contained  a  large  number  of  Government 
office  men  who  had  been  detained,  like  Danvers, 
for  duty  in  town,  and  others  were  not  much  larger ; 
but  the  militia  regiment  was  very  strong,  and  the 
whole  division,  I  was  told,  mustered  nearly  5000 
rank  and  file.  We  could  see  other  troops  also  in 
extension  of  our  division,  and  could  count  a  couple 
of  field -batteries  of  Koyal  Artillery,  besides  some 
heavy  guns,  belonging  to  the  volunteers  apparently, 
drawn  by  cart-horses.  The  cooler  air,  the  sense 
of  numbers,  and  the  evident  strength  of  the  posi- 
tion we  held,  raised  our  spirits,  which,  I  am  not 
ashamed  to  say,  had  all  the  morning  been  de- 
pressed. It  was  not  that  we  were  not  eager  to 
close  with  the  enemy,  but  that  the  counter-march- 
ing and  halting  ominously  betokened  a  vacillation 
of  purpose  in  those  who  had  the  guidance  of  affairs. 
Here  in  two  days  the  invaders  had  got  more  than 
twenty  miles  inland,  and  nothing  effectual  had 
done  to  stop  them.  And  the  ignorance  in  which 
we  volunteers,  from  the  colonel  down  wards,  were 
kept  of  their  movements,  filled  us  with  uneasiness. 
We  could  not  but  depict  to  ourselves  the  enemy  as 
carrying  out  all  the  while  firmly  his  well-considered 
scheme  of  attack,  and  contrasting  it  with  our  own 
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uncertainty  of  purpose.  The  very  silence  with 
which  his  advance  appeared  to  be  conducted  filled 
TI s  with  mysterious  awe.  Meanwhile  the  day  wore 
on,  and  we  became  faint  with  hunger,  for  we  had 
eaten  nothing  since  daybreak.  No  provisions  came 
up,  and  there  were  no  signs  of  any  commissariat 
officers.  It  seems  that  when  we  were  at  the  Water- 
loo station  a  whole  trainful  of  provisions  was  drawn 
up  there,  and  our  colonel  proposed  that  one  of  the 
tracks  should  lie  taken  off  and  attached  to  our  train, 
,so  that  we  might  have  some  food  at  hand ;  but  the 
officer  in  charge,  an  assistant-controller  I  think  they 
called  him  —  this  control  department  was  a  new- 
fangled affair  which  did  us  almost  as  much  harm 
as  the  enemy  in  the  long-run — said  his  orders  were 
to  keep  all  the  stores  together,  and  that  he  couldn't 
issue  any  without  authority  from  the  head  of  his 
department.  So  we  had  to  go  without.  Those 
who  had  tobacco  smoked — indeed  there  is  no  solace 
like  a  pipe  under  such  circumstances.  The  militia 
regiment,  I  heard  afterwards,  had  two  days'  pro- 
visions in  their  haversacks ;  it  was  we  volunteers 
who  had  no  haversacks,  and  nothing  to  put  in  them. 
All  this  time,  I  should  tell  you,  while  we  were  lying 
on  the  grass  with  our  arms  piled,  the  General,  with 
the  brigadiers  and  staff,  was  riding  about  slowly 
from  point  to  point  of  the  edge  of  the  common, 
looking  out  with  his  glass  towards  tin-  south  valley. 
Orderlies  and  staff-officers  were  constantly  com  ing, 
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and  about  three  o'clock  there  arrived  up  a  road 
that  led  towards  Horsham  a  small  body  of  lancers 
and  a  regiment  of  yeomanry,  who  had,  it  apj 
been  out  in  advance,  and  now  drew  up  a  short 
way  in  front  of  us  in  column  facing  to  the  south. 
Whether  they  could  sec  anything  in  their  front  I 
could  not  tell,  for  we  were  behind  the  crest  of  tho 
hill  ourselves,  and  so  could  not  look  into  the  valley 
below ;  but  shortly  afterwards  the  assembly  sounded. 
Commanding  officers  were  called  out  by  the  Gene- 
ral, and  received  some  brief  instructions ;  and  tho 
column  began  to  march  again  towards  London,  tho 
militia  this  time  coming  last  in  our  brigade.  A 
rumour  regarding  the  object  of  this  counter-march 
soon  spread  through  the  ranks.  The  enemy  was 
not  going  to  attack  us  here,  but  was  trying  to  turn 
the  position  on  both  sides,  one  column  pointing  to 
Reigate,  the  other  to  Aldershot ;  and  so  we  must 
fall  back  and  take  up  a  position  at  Dorking.  Tho 
line  of  the  great  chalk-range  was  to  be  defended. 
A  large  force  was  OOH00ntntmg  at  Guildford,  another 
at  Reigato,  and  wo  should  find  supports  at  Dorking. 
The  enemy  would  be  awaited  in  these  positions. 
Such,  so  far  as  \ve  privates  could  ^;ct  at  the  farts, 
\vas  to  l>c  tin1  plan  of  operations.  Down  tho  hill, 
therefore,  we  marched.  From  one  or  two  points 
we  could  catch  a  brief  si^-ht  of  the  railway  in  the 
\allry  below  running  from  Dorking  to  Horsham. 
Men  in  ivd  were  working  upon  it  here  and  tin  r-1. 
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They  were  the  Royal  Engineers,  some  one  said, 
breaking  up  the  line.  On  we  marched.  The  dust 
seemed  worse  than  ever.  In  one  village  through 
which  we  passed — I  forget  the  name  now — there 
was  a  pump  on  the  green.  Here  we  stopped  and 
had  a  good  drink ;  and  passing  by  a  large  farm,  the 
farmer's  wife  and  two  or  three  of  her  maids  stood  at 
the  gate  and  handed  us  hunches  of  bread  and  cheese 
out  of  some  baskets.  I  got  the  share  of  a  bit,  but 
the  bottom  of  the  good  woman's  baskets  must  soon 
have  been  reached.  Not  a  thing  else  was  to  bo 
had  till  we  got  to  Dorking  about  six  o'clock ;  in- 
deed most  of  the  farm-houses  appeared  deserted 
already.  On  arriving  there  we  were  drawn  up  in 
the  street,  and  just  opposite  was  a  baker's  shop. 
Our  fellows  asked  leave  at  first  by  twos  and  threes 
to  go  in  and  buy  some  loaves,  but  soon  others  began 
to  break  off  and  crowd  into  the  shop,  and  at  last  a 
regular  scramble  took  place.  If  there  had  been  any 
order  preserved,  and  a  regular  distribution  arranged, 
they  would  no  doubt  have  been  steady  enough,  bi\t 
hunger  makes  men  selfish  ;  each  man  felt  that  his 
stopping  behind  would  do  no  good  —  he  would 
simply  lose  his  share ;  so  it  ended  by  almost  the 
whole  regiment  joining  in  the  scrimmage,  and  the 
shop  was  cleared  out  in  a  couple  of  minutes  ;  while 
as  for  paying,  you  could  not  get  your  hand  into 
your  pocket  for  the  crush.  The  colonel  tried  in 
vain  to  stop  the  row ;  some  of  the  officers  were  as 
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bad  as  tlie  men.  Just  then  a  staff-officer  rode  by ; 
he  could  scarcely  make  way  for  the  crowd,  and  was 
pushed  against  rather  rudely,  and  in  a  passion  ho 
called  out  to  us  to  behave  properly,  like  soldiers, 
and  not  like  a  parcel  of  roughs.  "Oh,  blow  it, 
governor,"  said  Dick  Wake,  "  you  aren't  agoing  to 
come  between  a  poor  cove  and  his  grub."  Wako 
was  an  articled  attorney,  and,  as  we  used  to  say 
in  those  days,  a  cheeky  young  chap,  although  a 
good-natured  fellow  enough.  At  this  speech,  which 
was  followed  by  some  more  remarks  of  the  sort  from 
those  about  him,  the  staff -officer  became  angrier 
still.  "Orderly,"  cried  he  to  the  lancer  riding 
behind  him,  "take  that  man  to  the  provost-mar- 
sluil.  As  for  you,  sir,"  he  said,  turning  to  our 
colonel,  who  sat  on  his  horse  silent  with  astonish- 
ment, "  if  you  don't  want  some  of  your  men  shot 
before  their  time,  you  and  your  precious  officers 
had  better  keep  this  rabble  in  a  little  better  order;" 
and  poor  Dick,  who  looked  crestfallen  enough,  would 
certainly  have  been  led  off  at  the  tail  of  the  ser- 
geant's horse,  if  the  brigadier  had  not  come  up  and 
arranged  matters,  and  marched  us  off  to  the  hill 
beyond  the  town.  This  incident  made  us  both 
angry  and  crestfallen.  We  were  annoyed  at  being 
so  roughly  spoken  to  :  at  the  same  time  we  felt 
we  had  dcscr\ •<•.]  it,  and  wore  ashamed  of  the  mis- 
conduct. Then,  too,  we  had  lost  confidence  in  our 
colonel,  after  the  poor  figure  he  cut  in  the  affair. 
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Ho  was  a  good  fellow,  the  colonel,  and  showed 
himself  a  brave  one  next  day ;  but  he  aimed  too 
much  at  being  popular,  and  didn't  understand  a  bit 
how  to  command. 

To  resume  : — We  had  scarcely  reached  the  hill 
above  the  town,  which  we  were  told  was  to  be  our 
bivouac  for  the  night,  when  the  welcome  news  came 
that  a  food -train  had  arrived  at  the  station ;  but 
there  were  no  carts  to  bring  the  things  up,  so  a 
fatigue-party  went  down  and  carried  back  a  supply 
to  us  in  their  arms, — loaves,  a  barrel  of  rum,  packets 
of  tea,  and  joints  of  meat — abundance  for  all ;  but 
there  was  not  a  kettle  or  a  cooking-pot  in  the  regi- 
ment, and  we  could  not  eat  the  meat  raw.  The 
colonel  and  officers  were  no  better  off.  They  had 
arranged  to  have  a  regular  mess,  with  crockery, 
steward,  and  all  complete,  but  the  establishment 
never  turned  up,  and  what  had  become  of  it  no  one 
knew.  Some  of  us  were  sent  back  into  the  town  to 
see  what  we  could  procure  in  the  way  of  cooking 
utensils.  We  found  the  street  full  of  artillery,  bag- 
gage-waggons, and  mounted  officers,  and  volunteers 
shopping  like  ourselves ;  and  all  the  houses  appeared 
to  bo  occupied  by  troops.  We  succeeded  in  getting 
a  few  kettles  and  saucepans,  and  I  obtained  for  my- 
self a  leather  bag,  with  a  strap  to  go  over  the  shoul- 
der, which  proved  very  handy  afterwards  ;  and  thus 
laden,  we  trudged  back  to  our  camp  on  the  hill, 
filling  the  kettles  with  dirty  water  from  a  little 
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stream  which  runs  between  tho  hill  and  the  town, 
for  there  was  none  to  be  had  above.  It  was  nearly 
a  couple  of  miles  each  way ;  and,  exhausted  as  wo 
were  with  marching  and  want  of  rest,  we  were  almost 
too  tired  to  eat.  The  cooking  was  of  the  rough- 
est, as  you  may  suppose ;  all  we  could  do  was  to 
cut  off  slices  of  the  meat  and  boil  them  in  the  sauce- 
pans, using  our  fingers  for  forks.  The  tea,  however, 
was  very  refreshing ;  and,  thirsty  as  we  were,  we 
drank  it  by  the  gallon.  Just  before  it  grew  dark, 
the  brigade -major  came  round,  and,  with  the  ad- 
jutant, showed  our  colonel  how  to  set  a  picket  in 
advance  of  our  line  a  little  way  down  the  face  of  the 
hill.  It  was  not  necessary  to  place  one,  I  suppose, 
because  the  town  in  our  front  was  still  occupied 
with  troops ;  but  no  doubt  the  practice  would  be 
useful.  We  had  also  a  quarter-guard,  and  a  line  of 
sentries  in  front  and  rear  of  our  line,  communicat- 
ing with  those  of  the  regiments  on  our  flanks.  Fire- 
wood was  plentiful,  for  the  hill  was  covered  with 
beautiful  wood  ;  but  it  took  some  time  to  collect  it, 
for  we  had  nothing  but  our  pocket-knives  to  cut 
down  the  branches  with. 

So  we  lay  down  to  sleep.  My  company  had  no 
duty,  and  we  had  the  night  undisturbed  to  our- 
selves ;  but,  tired  though  I  was,  tho  excitement  and 
the  novelty  of  the  situation  made  sleep  difficult. 
And  although  the  night  was  still  and  warm,  and  we 
were  sheltered  by  the  woods,  I  soon  found  it  chilly 
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with  no  better  covering  than  my  thin  dust-coat,  the 
more  so  as  my  clothes,  saturated  with  perspiration 
during  the  day,  had  never  dried ;  and  before  day- 
light I  woke  from  a  short  nap,  shivering  with  cold, 
and  was  glad  to  get  warm  with  others  by  a  fire.  I 
then  noticed  that  the  opposite  hills  on  the  south 
were  dotted  with  fires  ;  and  we  thought  at  first  they 
must  belong  to  the  enemy,  but  we  were  told  that 
the  ground  up  there  was  still  held  by  a  strong  rear- 
guard of  regulars,  and  that  there  need  be  no  fear  of 
a  surprise. 

At  the  first  sign  of  dawn  the  bugles  of  the  regi- 
ments sounded  the  reveille,  and  we  were  ordered 
to  fall  in,  and  the  roll  was  called.  About  twenty 
men  were  absent,  who  had  fallen  out  sick  the 
day  before ;  they  had  been  sent  up  to  London  by 
train  during  the  night,  I  believe.  After  standing 
in  column  for  about  half  an  hour,  the  brigade-major 
came  down  with  orders  to  pile  arms  and  stand  easy ; 
and  perhaps  half  an  hour  afterwards  we  were  told 
to  get  breakfast  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  to  cook 
a  day's  food  at  the  same  time.  This  operation  was 
managed  pretty  much  in  the  same  way  as  the  even- 
ing before,  except  that  we  had  our  cooking  pots 
and  kettles  ready.  Meantime  there  was  leisure  to 
look  around,  and  from  where  we  stood  there  was  a 
commanding  view  of  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
scenes  in  England.  Our  regiment  was  drawn  up 
on  the  extremity  of  the  ridge  which  runs  from 


36  TALES    FROM    «  BLACKWOOD." 

Guildford  to  Dorking.  This  is  indeed  merely  a 
part  of  the  great  chalk-range  which  extends  from 
beyond  Aldershot  east  to  the  Medway ;  but  there  is 
a  gap  in  the  ridge  just  here  where  the  little  stream 
that  runs  past  Dorking  turns  suddenly  to  the  north, 
to  find  its  way  to  the  Thames.  We  stood  on  the 
slope  of  the  hill,  as  it  trends  down  eastward  to- 
wards this  gap,  and  had  passed  our  bivouac  in 
what  appeared  to  be  a  gentleman's  park.  A  little 
way  above  us,  and  to  our  right,  was  a  very  fino 
country-seat  to  which  the  park  was  attached,  now 
occupied  by  the  headquarters  of  our  division.  From 
this  house  the  hill  sloped  steeply  down  southward 
to  the  valley  below,  which  runs  nearly  east  and 
west  parellel  to  the  ridge,  and  carries  the  railway 
and  the  road  from  Guildford  to  Keigate ;  and  in 
which  valley,  immediately  in  front  01  the  chateau, 
and  perhaps  a  mile  and  a  half  distant  from  it,  was 
the  little  town  of  Dorking,  nestled  in  the  trees,  and 
rising  up  the  foot  of  the  slopes  on  the  other  side  of 
the  valley  which  stretched  away  to  Leith  Common, 
the  scene  of  yesterday's  march.  Thus  the  main  part 
of  the  town  of  Dorking  was  on  our  right  front,  but 
the  suburbs  stretcln-'l  away  eastward  nearly  to  our 
proper  front,  culminating  in  a  small  railway  station, 
from  which  the  grassy  slopes  of  the  park  rose  up 
dotted  with  shrubs  and  trees  to  where  we  were 
standing.  Round  this  railway  station  was  a  cluster 
of  villas  and  one  or  two  mills,  of  whose  gardens  we 
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thus  had  a  bird's-eye  view,  their  little  ornamental 
ponds  glistening  like  looking-glasses  in  the  morn- 
ing sun.  Immediately  on  our  left  the  park  sloped 
steeply  down  to  the  gap  before  mentioned,  through 
which  ran  the  little  stream,  as  well  as  the  railway 
from  Epsom  to  Brighton,  nearly  due  north  and 
south,  meeting  the  Guildford  and  Keigate  line  at 
right  angles.  Close  to  the  point  of  intersection 
and  the  little  station  already  mentioned,  was  the 
station  of  the  former  line  where  we  had  stopped  the 
day  before.  Beyond  the  gap  on  the  east  (our  left), 
and  in  continuation  of  our  ridge,  rose  the  chalk-hill 
again.  The  shoulder  of  this  ridge  overlooking  the 
gap  is  called  Box  Hill,  from  the  shrubbery  of  box- 
wood with  which  it  was  covered.  Its  sides  were 
very  steep,  and  the  top  of  the  ridge  was  covered 
with  troops.  The  natural  strength  of  our  position 
was  manifested  at  a  glance ;  a  high  grassy  ridge 
steep  to  the  south,  with  a  stream  in  front,  and  but 
little  cover  up  the  sides.  It  seemed  made  for  a 
battle-field.  The  weak  point  was  the  gap;  the 
ground  at  the  junction  of  the  railways  and  the 
roads  immediately  at  the  entrance  of  the  gap  formed 
a  little  valley,  dotted,  as  I  have  said,  with  buildings 
and  gardens.  This,  in  one  sense,  was  the  key  of 
the  position ;  for  although  it  would  not  bo  tenable 
while  we  held  the  ridge  commanding  it,  the  enemy 
by  carrying  this  point  and  advancing  through  the 
gap  would  cut  our  line  in  two.  But  you  must  not 
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suppose  I  scanned  the  ground  thus  critically  at  the 
time.  Anybody,  indeed,  might  have  been  struck 
with  the  natural  advantages  of  our  position  ;  but 
what,  as  I  remember,  most  impressed  me,  was  the 
peaceful  beauty  of  the  scene — the  little  town  with 
the  outline  of  the  houses  obscured  by  a  blue  mist, 
the  massive  crispness  of  the  foliage,  the  outlines  of 
the  great  trees,  lighted  up  by  the  sun,  and  relieved 
by  deep-blue  shade.  So  thick  was  the  timber  here, 
rising  up  the  southern  slopes  of  the  valley,  that  it 
looked  almost  as  if  it  might  have  been  a  primeval 
forest.  The  quiet  of  the  scene  was  the  more  im- 
pressive because  contrasted  in  the  mind  with  the 
scenes  we  expected  to  follow ;  and  I  can  remember, 
as  if  it  were  yesterday,  the  sensation  of  bitter  regret 
that  it  should  now  be  too  late  to  avert  this  coming 
desecration  of  our  country,  which  might  so  easily 
have  been  prevented.  A  little  firmness,  a  little 
prevision  on  the  part  of  our  rulers,  even  a  little 
common-sense,  and  this  great  calamity  would  havo 
been  rendered  utterly  impossible.  Too  late,  alas ! 
We  were  like  the  foolish  virgins  in  the  parable. 

But  you  must  not  suppose  the  scene  immediately 
around  was  gloomy  :  the  camp  was  brisk  and  bust- 
ling enough.  We  had  got  over  the  stress  of  weari- 
ness; our  stomachs  were  full;  we  felt  a  natural 
enthusiasm  at  the  prospect  of  having  so  soon  to  take 
a  part  as  the  real  defenders  of  the  country,  and  we 
were  inspirited  at  the  sight  of  the  large  force  that 
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was  now  assembled.  Along  the  slopes  which 
trended  off  to  the  rear  of  our  ridge,  troops  came 
marching  up  —  volunteers,  militia,  cavalry,  and 
guns  ;  these,  I  heard,  had  come  down  from  the 
north  as  far  as  Leatherhead  the  night  before,  and 
had  marched  over  at  daybreak.  Long  trains,  too, 
began  to  arrive  by  the  rail  through  the  gap,  one 
after  the  other,  containing  militia  and  volunteers, 
who  moved  up  to  the  ridge  to  the  right  and  left, 
and  took  up  their  position,  massed  for  the  most 
part  on  the  slopes  which  ran  up  from,  and  in  rear 
of,  where  we  stood.  We  now  formed  part  of  an 
army -corps,  we  were  told,  consisting  of  three 
divisions,  but  what  regiments  composed  the  other 
two  divisions  I  never  heard.  All  this  movement 
we  could  distinctly  see  from  our  position,  for  we 
had  hurried  over  our  breakfast,  expecting  every 
minute  that  the  battle  would  begin,  and  now  stood 
or  sat  about  on  the  ground  near  our  piled  arms. 
Early  in  the  morning,  too,  we  saw  a  very  long 
train  come  along  the  valley  from  the  direction  of 
Guildford,  full  of  redcoats.  It  halted  at  the  little 
station  at  our  feet,  and  the  troops  alighted.  Wo 
could  soon  make  out  their  bear-skins.  They  were 
the  Guards,  coming  to  reinforce  this  part  of  the  line. 
Leaving  a  detachment  of  skirmishers  to  hold  the 
line  of  the  railway  embankment,  the  main  body 
marched  up  with  a  springy  step,  and  with  the 
band  playing,  and  drew  up  across  the  gap  on  our 
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left,  in  prolongation  of  our  line.  There  app»-an-.l 
to  be  three  battalions  of  them,  for  they  formed  up 
in  that  number  of  columns  at  short  intervals. 

Shortly  after  this  I  was  sent  over  to  Box  Hill  with 
a  message  from  our  colonel  to  the  colonel  of  a  volun- 
teer regiment  stationed  there,  to  know  whether  an 
ambulance-cart  was  obtainable,  as  it  was  reported 
this  regiment  was  well  supplied  with  carriage, 
whereas  we  were  without  any :  my  mission,  however, 
was  futile.  Crossing  the  valley,  I  found  a  scene 
of  great  confusion  at  the  railway  station.  Trains 
were  still  coming  in  with  stores,  ammunition,  guns, 
and  appliances  of  all  sorts,  which  were  being  un- 
loaded as  fast  as  possible  ;  but  there  were  scarcely 
any  means  of  getting  the  tilings  off.  There  were 
plenty  of  waggons  of  all  sorts,  but  hardly  any 
horses  to  draw  them,  and  the  whole  place  was 
blocked  up ;  while,  to  add  to  the  confusion,  a 
regular  exodus  had  taken  place  of  the  people  from 
the  town,  who  had  been  warned  that  it  was  likely 
to  be  the  scene  of  fighting.  Ladies  and  women  of 
all  sorts  and  ages,  and  children,  some  with  bundles, 
some  empty-handed,  were  seeking  places  in  the 
train,  but  there  appeared  no  one  on  the  spot 
authorised  to  grant  them,  and  these  poor  creatures 
were  pushing  their  way  up  and  down,  vainly  ask- 
ing for  information  and  permission  to  get  away.  In 
the  crowd  I  observed  our  surgeon,  who  likewise 
was  in  search  of  an  ambulance  of  some  sort :  his 
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whole  professional  apparatus,  he  said,  consisted 
of  a  case  of  instruments.  Also  in  the  crowd  I 
stumbled  upon  Wood,  Travers's  old  coachman.  He 
had  been  sent  down  by  his  mistress  to  Guildford, 
because  it  was  supposed  our  regiment  had  gone 
there,  riding  the  horse,  and  laden  with  a  supply 
of  things — food,  blankets,  and,  of  course,  a  letter. 
He  had  also  brought  my  knapsack ;  but  at  Guild- 
ford  the  horse  was  pressed  for  artillery  work,  and 
a  receipt  for  it  given  him  in  exchange,  so  he  had 
been  obliged  to  leave  all  the  heavy  packages  there, 
including  my  knapsack ;  but  the  faithful  old  man 
had  brought  on  as  many  things  as  he  could  carry, 
and  hearing  that  we  should  be  found  in  this  part, 
had  walked  over  thus  laden  from  Guildford.  He 
said  that  place  was  crowded  with  troops,  and  that 
the  heights  were  lined  with  them  the  whole  way 
between  the  two  towns  ;  also,  that  some  trains  with 
wounded  had  passed  up  from  the  coast  in  the  night, 
through  Guildford.  I  led  him  off  to  where  our 
regiment  was,  relieving  the  old  man  from  part  of 
the  load  he  was  staggering  under.  The  food  sent 
was  not  now  so  much  needed,  but  the  plates,  knives, 
&c.,  and  drinking-vessels,  promised  to  be  handy — 
and  Travers,  you  may  be  sure,  was  delighted  to  get 
his  letter ;  while  a  couple  of  newspapers  the  old 
man  had  brought  were  eagerly  competed  for  by  all, 
i-vi'ii  nt  this  critical  moment,  for  we  had  heard  no 
authentic  news  since  we  left  London  on  Suudav. 
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And  even  at  this  distance  of  time,  although  I  only 
glanced  down  the  paper,  I  can  remember  almost 
the  very  words  I  read  there.  They  were  both 
copies  of  the  same  paper :  the  first,  published  on 
Sunday  evening,  when  the  news  had  arrived  of  the 
successful  landing  at  three  points,  was  written  in  a 
tone  of  despair.  The  country  must  confess  that  it 
had  been  taken  by  surprise.  The  conqueror  would 
be  satisfied  with  the  humiliation  inflicted  by  a  peace 
dictated  on  our  own  shores ;  it  was  the  clear  duty 
of  the  Government  to  accept  the  best  terms  obtain- 
able, and  to  avoid  farther  bloodshed  and  disaster, 
and  avert  the  fall  of  our  tottering  mercantile  credit. 
The  next  morning's  issue  was  in  quite  a  different 
tone.  Apparently  the  enemy  had  received  a  check, 
for  we  were  hero  exhorted  to  resistance.  An  im- 
pregnable position  was  to  be  taken  up  along  the 
Downs,  a  force  was  concentrating  there  far  outnum- 
bering the  rash  invaders,  who,  with  an  invincible 
line  before  them,  and  the  sea  behind,  had  no  choice 
between  destruction  or  surrender.  Let  there  be  no 
pusillanimous  talk  of  negotiation,  the  fight  must 
be  fought  out ;  and  there  could  be  but  one  issue. 
England,  expectant  but  calm,  awaited  with  con- 
fidence the  result  of  the  attack  on  its  unconquerable 
volunteers.  The  writing  appeared  to  me  eloquent, 
but  rather  inconsistent.  The  same  paper  said  the 
Government  had  sent  off  500  workmen  from  Wool- 
wich, to  open  a  branch  arsenal  at  Birmingham. 
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All  this  time  we  had  nothing  to  do,  except  to 
change  our  position,  which  we  did  every  few 
minutes,  now  moving  up  the  hill  farther  to  our 
right,  now  taking  ground  lower  down  to  our  left, 
as  one  order  after  another  was  brought  down  the 
line  ;  but  the  staff-officers  were  galloping  about  per- 
petually with  orders,  while  the  rumble  of  the  artil- 
lery as  they  moved  about  from  one  part  of  the  field 
to  another  went  on  almost  incessantly.  At  last  the 
whole  line  stood  to  arms,  the  bands  struck  up,  and 
the  general  commanding  our  army-corps  came  riding 
down  with  his  staff.  We  had  seen  him  several  times 
before,  as  we  had  been  moving  frequently  about  the 
position  during  the  morning ;  but  he  now  made  a  sort 
of  formal  inspection.  He  was  a  tall  thin  man,  with 
long  light  hair,  very  well  mounted,  and  as  he  sat 
his  horse  with  an  erect  seat,  and  came  prancing 
down  the  line,  at  a  little  distance  he  looked  as  if 
he  might  be  five-and-twenty ;  but  I  believe  he  had 
served  more  than  fifty  years,  and  had  been  made  a 
peer  for  services  performed  when  quite  an  old  man. 
I  remember  that  he  had  more  decorations  than  there 
was  room  for  on  the  breast  of  his  coat,  and  wore 
them  suspended  like  a  necklace  round  his  neck. 
Like  all  the  other  generals,  he  was  dressed  in  blue, 
with  a  cocked-hat  and  feathers  —  a  bad  plan,  I 
thought,  for  it  made  them  very  conspicuous.  The 
general  halted  before  our  battalion,  and  after  look- 
ing at  us  a  while,  made  a  short  address :  We  had  a 
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post  of  honour  next  h<-r  Majesty's  Guards,  and 
would  show  ourselves  worthy  of  it,  and  of  the  namo 
of  Englishmen.  It  did  not  need,  he  said,  to  l»c  a 
general  to  see  the  strength  of  our  position  ;  it  was 
impregnable,  if  properly  held.  Let  us  wait  till  the 
enemy  was  well  pounded,  and  then  the  word  would 
be  given  to  go  at  him.  Above  everything,  we  must 
be  steady.  He  then  shook  hands  with  our  colonel, 
wo  gave  him  a  cheer,  and  he  rode  on  to  wln-rc 
the  Guards  were  drawn  up. 

Now  then,  we  thought,  the  battle  will  bi-gin. 
But  still  there  were  no  signs  of  the  enemy ;  and 
the  air,  though  hot  and  sultry,  began  to  be  very 
hazy,  so  that  you  could  scarcely  see  the  town 
below,  and  the  hills  opposite  were  merely  a  con- 
fused blur,  in  which  no  features  could  be  distinctly 
made  out.  After  a  while,  the  tension  of  feeling 
which  followed  the  general's  address  relaxed,  and 
we  began  to  feel  less  as  if  everything  depended  on 
keeping  our  rifles  firmly  grasped:  we  were  told  to 
pile  arms  again,  and  got  leave  to  go  down  by  tens 
and  twenties  to  the  stream  below  to  drink.  This 
stream,  and  all  the  hedges  and  banks  on  our  side 
of  it,  were  held  by  our  skirmishers,  but  the  town 
had  been  abandoned.  The  position  appeared  an 
excellent  one,  except  that  the  enemy,  when  they 
came,  would  have  almost  better  cover  than  our 
mm.  While  I  was  down  at  tho  brook,  a  column 
emerged  from  the  town,  making  for  our  position. 
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Wo  thought  for  a  moment  it  was  the  enemy,  and 
you  could  not  make  out  the  colour  of  the  uniforms 
for  the  dust ;  but  it  turned  out  to  be  our  rear-guard, 
falling  back  from  the  opposite  hills  which  they  had 
occupied  the  previous  night.  One  battalion,  of 
rifles,  halted  for  a  few  minutes  at  the  stream  to  let 
the  men  drink,  and  I  had  a  minute's  talk  with  a 
couple  of  the  officers.  They  had  formed  part  of  the 
force  which  had  attacked  the  enemy  on  their  first 
landing.  They  had  it  all  their  own  way,  they  said, 
at  first,  and  could  have  beaten  the  enemy  back 
easily  if  they  had  been  properly  supported  ;  but 
the  whole  thing  was  mismanaged.  The  volunteers 
came  on  very  pluckily,  they  said,  but  they  got  into 
confusion,  and  so  did  the  militia,  and  the  attack 
failed  with  serious  loss.  It  was  the  wounded  of 
this  force  which  had  passed  through  Guildford  in 
the  night.  The  officers  asked  us  eagerly  about  the 
arrangements  for  the  battle,  and  when  we  said  that 
the  Guards  were  the  only  regular  troops  in  this 
.part  of  the  field,  shook  their  heads  ominously. 

While  we  were  talking,  a  third  officer  came  up ; 
In-  was  a  dark  man  with  a  smooth  face  and  a  curious 
excited  manner.  "  You  are  volunteers,  I  suppose," 
he  said,  quickly,  his  eye  flashing  the  while.  "Well, 
now,  look  hero  ;  mind  I  don't  want  to  hurt  your 
f< -flings,  or  to  say  anything  unpleasant,  but  I'll 
toll  you  what ;  if  all  you  gentlemen  were  just  to 
go  back,  and  leave  us  to  fight  it  out  alone,  it  would 


46  TALES    FROM    "  BLACIHYOOD." 

be  a  devilish  good  thing.  We  could  do  it  a  precious 
deal  better  without  you,  I  assure  you.  We  don't 
want  your  help,  I  can  tell  you.  We  would  much 
rather  be  left  alone,  I  assure  you.  Mind  I  don't 
want  to  say  anything  rude,  but  that's  a  fact." 
Having  blurted  out  this  passionately,  he  strode 
away  before  any  one  could  reply,  or  the  other 
officers  could  stop  him.  They  apologised  for  his 
rudeness,  saying  that  his  brother,  also  in  the  regi- 
ment, had  been  killed  on  Sunday,  and  that  this, 
and  the  sun,  and  marching,  had  affected  his  head. 
The  officers  told  us  that  the  enemy's  advanced- 
guard  was  close  behind,  but  that  he  had  apparently 
been  waiting  for  reinforcements,  and  would  prob- 
ably not  attack  in  force  until  noon.  It  was,  how- 
ever, nearly  three  o'clock  before  the  battle  began. 
We  had  almost  worn  out  the  feeling  of  expectancy. 
For  twelve  hours  had  we  been  waiting  for  the 
coming  struggle,  till  at  last  it  seemed  almost  as 
if  the  invasion  were  but  a  bad  dream,  and  the 
enemy,  as  yet  unseen  by  us,  had  no  real  existence. 
So  far  things  had  not  been  very  different,  but  for 
the  numbers  and  for  what  we  had  been  told,  from 
a  Volunteer  review  on  Brighton  Downs.  I  remem- 
ber that  these  thoughts  were  passing  through  my 
mind  as  we  lay  down  in  groups  on  the  grass,  some 
smoking,  some  nibbling  at  their  bread,  some  even 
asleep,  when  the  listless  state  we  had  fallen  into 
was  suddenly  disturbed  by  a  gunshot  fired  from  ilic 
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top  of  the  hill  on  our  right,  close  by  the  big  house. 
It  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  heard  a  shotted 
gun  fired,  and  although  it  is  fifty  years  ago,  the 
angry  whistle  of  the  shot  as  it  left  the  gun  is  in 
my  ears  now.  The  sound  was  soon  to  become 
common  enough.  We  all  jumped  up  at  the  report, 
and  fell  in  almost  without  the  word  being  given, 
grasping  our  rifles  tightly,  and  the  leading  files 
peering  forward  to  look  for  the  approaching  enemy. 
This  gun  was  apparently  the  signal  to  begin,  for 
now  our  batteries  opened  fire  all  along  the  line. 
What  they  were  firing  at  I  could  not  see,  and  I 
am  sure  the  gunners  could  not  see  much  them- 
selves. I  have  told  you  what  a  haze  had  come 
over  the  air  since  the  morning,  and  now  the  smoke 
from  the  guns  settled  like  a  pall  over  the  hill,  and 
soon  we  could  see  little  but  the  men  in  our  ranks, 
and  the  outline  of  some  gunners  in  the  battery 
drawn  up  next  us  on  the  slope  on  our  right.  This 
firing  went  on,  I  should  think,  for  nearly  a  couple 
of  hours,  and  still  there  was  no  reply.  We  could 
see  the  gunners — it  was  a  troop  of  horse-artillery — 
working  away  like  fury,  ramming,  loading,  and 
running  up  with  cartridges,  the  officer  in  command 
riding  slowly  up  and  down  just  behind  his  guns, 
and  peering  out  with  his  field-glass  into  the  mist. 
Once  or  twice  they  ceased  firing  to  let  their  smoke 
clear  away,  but  this  did  not  do  much  good.  For 
two  1  lours  did  this  go  on,  and  not  a  shot 
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came  in  reply.  If  a  battle  is  like  this,  said  Dick 
Wake,  who  was  my  next-hand  file,  it's  mild  work, 
to  say  the  least.  The  words  were  hardly  uttered 
when  a  rattle  of  musketry  was  heard  in  front ;  our 
skirmishers  were  at  it,  and  very  soon  the  bullets 
began  to  sing  over  our  heads,  and  some  struck  the 
ground  at  our  feet.  Up  to  this  tune  wo  had  been 
in  column ;  we  were  now  deployed  into  line  on  tho 
ground  assigned  to  us.  From  the  valley  or  gap  on 
our  left  there  ran  a  lane  right  up  the  hill  almost 
due  west,  or  along  our  front.  This  lane  hud  a 
thick  bank  about  four  feet  high,  and  the  greater 
part  of  the  regiment  was  drawn  up  behind  it ;  but 
a  little  way  up  the  hill  the  lane  trended  back  out 
of  the  line,  so  the  right  of  the  regiment  here  left  it 
and  occupied  the  open  grass-land  of  the  park.  The 
bank  had  been  cut  away  at  this  point  to  admit  of 
our  going  in  and  out.  We  had  been  told  in  tho 
morning  to  cut  down  the  bushes  on  the  top  of  tho 
bank,  so  as  to  make  the  space  clear  for  firing  over, 
but  we  had  no  tools  to  work  with  ;  however,  a 
party  of  sappers  had  come  down  and  finished  tho 
job.  My  company  was  on  the  right,  and  was  thus 
beyond  tho  shelter  of  the  friendly  bank.  On  our 
right  again  was  tho  battery  of  artillery  already 
mentioned;  then  came  a  battalion  of  the  line,  then 
more  guns,  then  a  great  mass  of  militia  and  volun- 
teers and  a  few  line  up  to  the  big  house.  At  least 
this  was  the  order  before  the  firing  began  ;  after 
that  I  do  not  know  what  changes  took  place. 
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And  now  the  enemy's  artillery  began  to  open; 
where  their  guns  were  posted  we  could  not  see, 
but  we  began  to  hear  the  rush  of  the  shells  over 
our  heads,  and  the  bang  as  they  burst  just  beyond. 
And  now  what  took  place  I  can  really  hardly  tell 
you.  Sometimes  when  I  try  and  recall  the  scene, 
it  seems  as  if  it  lasted  for  only  a  few  minutes ;  yet 
I  know,  as  we  lay  on  the  ground,  I  thought  the 
hours  would  never  pass  away,  as  we  watched  the 
gunners  still  plying  their  task,  firing  at  the  invis- 
ible enemy,  never  stopping  for  a  moment  except 
when  now  and  again  a  dull  blow  would  be  heard 
and  a  man  fall  down,  then  three  or  four  of  his 
comrades  would  cany  him  to  the  rear.  The  cap- 
tain no  longer  rode  up  and  down;  what  had  become 
of  him  I  do  not  know.  Two  of  the  guns  ceased 
firing  for  a  time  ;  they  had  got  injured  in  some 
way,  and  up  rode  an  artillery  general.  I  think  I 
see  him  now,  a  very  handsome  man,  with  straight 
features  and  a  dark  mustache,  his  breast  covered 
with  medals.  He  appeared  in  a  great  rage  at  the 
guns  stopping  fire. 

"  Who  commands  this  battery  ?  "  he  cried. 

"I  do,  Sir  Henry,"  said  an  oilicer,  riding  forward, 
whom  I  had  not  noticed  before. 

Tln>  grmip  is  before  me  at  this  moment,  standing 
out  clear  against  the  background  of  smoke,  Sir 
Henry  erect  on  his  splendid  charger,  his  Hashing 
eye,  his  left  arm  pointing  towards  the  enemy  to 

s.s. — ii.  D 
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enforce  something  ho  was  going  to  say,  the  young 
officer  reining  in  his  horse  just  beside  him,  and 
saluting  with  his  right  hand  raised  to  his  Imshy. 
This  for  a  moment,  then  a  dull  thud,  and  l><>th 
horses  and  riders  are  prostrate  on  the  ground.  A 
round-shot  had  struck  all  four  at  the  saddle-line. 
Some  of  the  gunners  ran  up  to  help,  but  neither 
officer  could  have  lived  many  minutes.  This  was 
not  the  first  I  saw  killed.  Some  time  before  this, 
almost  immediately  on  the  enemy's  artillery  open- 
ing, as  we  were  lying,  I  heard  something  like  the 
sound  of  metal  striking  metal,  and  at  the  same 
moment  Dick  Wake,  who  was  next  me  in  the  ranks, 
leaning  on  his  elbows,  sank  forward  on  his  face.  I 
looked  round  and  saw  what  had  happened ;  a  shot 
fired  at  a  high  elevation,  passing  over  his  head,  had 
struck  the  ground  behind,  nearly  cutting  his  thigh 
off.  It  must  have  been  the  ball  striking  his 
sheathed  bayonet  which  made  the  noise.  Three 
of  us  carried  the  poor  fellow  to  the  rear,  with 
difficulty  for  the  shattered  limb ;  but  he  was  nearly 
dead  from  loss  of  blood  when  we  got  to  the  doctor, 
who  was  waiting  in  a  sheltered  hollow  about  two 
hundred  yards  in  rear,  with  two  other  doctors  in 
plain  clothes,  who  had  come  up  to  help.  Wo 
deposited  our  burden  and  returned  to  the  front. 
Poor  Wake  was  sensible  when  we  left  him,  but 
apparently  too  shaken  by  the  shock  to  be  able  to 
speak.  Wood  was  there  helping  the  doctors.  I 
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paid  more  visits  to  the  rear  of  the  same  sort  before 
the  evening  was  over. 

All  this  time  we  were  lying*  there  to  be  fired  at 
without  returning  a  shot,  for  our  skirmishers  were 
holding  the  line  of  walls  and  enclosures  below. 
However,  the  bank  protected  most  of  us,  and  the 
brigadier  now  ordered  our  right  company,  which  was 
in  the  open,  to  get  behind  it  also ;  and  there  wo 
lay  about  four  deep,  the  shells  crashing  and  bullets 
whistling  over  our  heads,  but  hardly  a  man  being 
touched.  Our  colonel  was,  indeed,  the  only  one  ex- 
posed, for  he  rode  up  and  down  the  lane  at  a  foot- 
pace  as  steady  as  a  rock ;  but  he  made  the  major 
and  adjutant  dismount,  and  take  shelter  behind  the 
hedge,  holding  their  horses.  We  were  all  pleased 
to  see  him  so  cool,  and  it  restored  our  confidence  in 
him,  wli ich  had  been  shaken  yesterday. 

The  time  seemed  interminable  while  we  lay  thus 
inactive.  We  could  not,  of  course,  help  peering 
over  the  bank  to  try  and  see  what  was  going  on ; 
but  there  was  nothing  to  be  made  out,  for  now  a 
tremendous  thunderstorm,  which  had  been  gather- 
ing all  day,  burst  on  us,  and  a  torrent  of  almost 
blinding  rain  came  down,  which  obscured  the  view 
even  more  than  the  smoke,  while  the  crashing  of 
the  thunder  and  the  glare  of  the  lightning  could  bo 
heard  and  seen  even  above  the  roar  and  flashing  of 
the  artillery.  Once  the  mist  lifted,  and  I  saw  for 
a  minute  an  attack  on  Dux  llill?  on  the  other 
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of  the  gap  on  our  left.  It  was  like  the  scene  at  a 
theatre — a  curtain  of  smoke  all  round  ami  a  clear 
gap  in  the  centre,  with  a  sudden  gleam  of  evening 
sunshine  lighting  it  up.  The  steep  smooth  slope 
of  the  hill  was  crowded  with  the  dark-blue  figures 
of  the  enemy,  whom  I  now  saw  for  the  first  time — 
an  irregular  outline  in  front,  but  very  solid  in  rear : 
the  whole  body  was  moving  forward  by  fits  and 
starts,  the  men  firing  and  advancing,  the  officers 
waving  their  swords,  the  columns  closing  up  and 
gradually  making  way.  Our  people  were  almost 
concealed  by  the  bushes  at  the  top,  whence  the 
smoke  and  their  fire  could  be  seen  proceeding : 
presently  from  these  bushes  on  the  crest  came  out 
a  red  line,  and  dashed  down  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
a  flame  of  fire  belching  out  from  the  front  as  it 
advanced.  The  enemy  hesitated,  gave  way,  and 
finally  ran  back  in  a  confused  crowd  down  the  hill. 
Then  the  mist  covered  the  scene,  but  the  glimpse 
of  this  splendid  charge  was  inspiriting,  and  I  hoped 
we  should  show  the  same  coolness  when  it  came  to 
our  turn.  It  was  about  this  time  that  our  skir- 
mishers fell  back,  a  good  many  wounded,  some 
limping  along  by  themselves,  others  helped.  The 
main  Inxly  retired  in  very  fair  order,  halting  to  turn 
round  and  fire;  we  could  SIM-  a  mounted  officer  of 
the  Guards  riding  up  and  down  encouraging  them 
to  be  steady.  Now  came  our  turn.  For  a  few 
minutes  wo  saw  nothing,  but  a  rattle  of  bullets 
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came  through  the  rain  and  mist,  mostly,  however, 
passing  over  the  bank.  We  began  to  fire  in  reply, 
stopping  tip  against  the  bank  to  fire,  and  stooping 
down  to  load ;  but  our  brigade-major  rode  up  with 
an  order,  and  the  word  was  passed  through  tlio 
men  to  reserve  our  fire.  In  a  very  few  moments 
it  must  have  been  that,  when  ordered  to  stand  up, 
we  could  see  the  helmet-spikes  and  then  the  figures 
of  the  skirmishers  as  they  came  on  :  a  lot  of  them 
there  appeared  to  be,  five  or  six  deep  I  should  say, 
but  in  loose  order,  each  man  stopping  to  aim  and 
fire,  and  then  coming  forward  a  little.  Just  then 
thr  brigadier  clattered  on  horseback  up  the  lane. 
"Now,  then,  gentlemen,  give  it  them  hot!"  ho 
cried  ;  and  fire  away  we  did,  as  fast  as  ever  wo 

able.  A  perfect  storm  of  bullets  seemed  to 
be  flying  about  us  too,  and  I  thought  each  moment 
must  be  the  last ;  escape  seemed  impossible,  but  I 
saw  no  one  fall,  for  I  was  too  busy,  and  so  were  wo 
all,  to  look  to  the  right  or  left,  but  loaded  and  fired 
as  fast  as  we  could.  How  long  this  went  on  I 
know  not — it  could  not  have  been  long ;  neither 
side  could  have  lasted  many  minutes  under  such 
a  Ihv,  but  it  ended  by  the  enemy  gradually  falling 
ba.-k,  and  as  soon  as  we  saw  this  we  raised  a 
tremendous  shout,  and  some  of  us  jumped  up  on 

mk  to  give  them  our  parting  shots.  Suddenly 
the  order  was  passed  down  the  line  to  cease  firing, 
and  wo  soon  di>» -ov.-ivd  the  cause;  a  battalion  of 
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tho  Guards  was  charging  obliquely  across  from  our 
left  across  our  front.  It  was,  I  expect,  their  flank 
attaek  as  much  as  rmr  fire  which  had  turned  Lack 
tho  enemy;  and  it  was  a  splendid  sight  to  see  tln-ir 
steady  line  as  they  advanced  slowly  across  the 
smooth  lawn  below  us,  firing  as  they  went,  but  as 
steady  as  if  on  parade.  We  felt  a  great  elation  at 
this  moment ;  it  seemed  as  if  the  battle  was  won. 
Just  then  somebody  called  out  to  look  to  the 
wounded,  and  for  the  first  time  I  turned  to  glance 
clown  the  rank  along  the  lane.  Then  I  saw  that 
we  had  not  beaten  back  the  attack  without  loss. 
Immediately  before  me  lay  Bob  Lawford  of  my 
office,  dead  on  his  back  from  a  bullet  through  his 
forehead,  his  hand  still  grasping  his  rifle.  At 
every  step  was  some  friend  or  acquaintance  killed 
or  wounded,  and  a  few  paces  down  the  lane  I  found 
Travers,  sitting  with  his  back  against  the  bank. 
A  ball  had  gone  through  his  lungs,  and  blood  was 
coming  from  his  mouth.  I  was  lifting  him  up,  but 
the  cry  of  agony  he  gave  stopped  me.  I  then  saw 
that  this  was  not  his  only  wound;  his  thigh  was 
smashed  by  a  bullet  (which  must  have  hit  him 
when  standing  on  the  bank),  and  the  blood  stream- 
ing down  mixed  in  a  muddy  puddle  with  the  rain- 
wafer  under  him.  Still  he  could  not  be  left  here, 
BO,  lifting  him  up  as  well  as  I  could,  I  earned  him 
thmugh  the  gate  which  led  out  of  the  lane  at  the 
Lack  to  where  our  camp  hospital  was  in  the  rear. 
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Tlio  movement  must  have  caused  him  awful  agon}-, 
for  I  could  not  support  the  broken  thigh,  and  ho 
could  not  restrain  his  groans,  brave  fellow  though 
ho  was ;  but  how  I  carried  him  at  all  I  cannot 
make  out,  for  ho  was  a  much  bigger  man  than 
myself ;  but  I  had  not  gone  far,  one  of  a  stream 
of  our  fellows,  all  on  the  same  errand,  when  a 
bandsman  and  Wood  met  me,  bringing  a  hurdle 
as  a  stretcher,  and  on  this  we  placed  him.  Wood 
had  just  time  to  tell  mo  that  he  had  got  a  cart 
down  in  the  hollow,  and  would  endeavour  to  tako 
off  his  master  at  once  to  Kingston,  when  a  staff- 
officer  rode  up  to  call  us  to  the  ranks.  "You 
really  must  not  straggle  in  this  way,  gentlemen," 
ho  said  ;  "  pray  keep  your  ranks."  "  But  we  can't 
leave  our  wounded  to  be  trodden  down  and  die," 
cried  one  of  our  fellowrs.  "  Beat  off  the  enemy 
first,  sir,"  he  replied.  "  Gentlemen,  do,  pray,  join 
your  regiments,  or  we  shall  be  a  regular  mob." 
And  no  doubt  he  did  not  speak  too  soon ;  for 
besides  our  fellows  straggling  to  the  rear,  lots  of 
volunteers  from  the  regiments  in  reserve  were 
running  forward  to  help,  till  the  whole  ground 
was  dotted  with  groups  of  men.  I  hastened  back 
to  my  post,  but  I  had  just  time  to  notice  that  all 
the  ground  in  our  rear  was  occupied  by  a  thick 
mass  of  troops,  much  more  numerous  than  in  the 
morning,  and  a  column  was  moving  down  to  the 
left  of  our  line,  to  the  ground  before  held  by  the 
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(iuards.  All  tliis  tim<-,  although  the  musketry 
lunl  slackened,  the,  artillery  -  fire  seemed  heavier 
than  ever;  the  shells  screamed  overhead  or  burst 
around;  and  I  confess  to  feeling  quite  a  relief  at 
getting  back  to  the  friendly  shelter  of  the  lane. 
Looking  over  the  bank,  I  noticed  for  the  first  time 
the  frightful  execution  our  fire  had  created.  The 
span-  in  front  was  thickly  strewed  with  dead  and 
badly  wounded,  and  beyond  the  bodies  of  the  fallen 
em -my  could  just  be  seen — for  it  was  now  getting 
dusk —  the  bear -skins  and  red  coats  of  our  own 
gallant  Guards  scattered  over  the  slope,  and  mark- 
ing the  line  of  their  victorious  advance.  But 
hardly  a  minute  could  have  passed  in  thus  looking 
over  the  field,  when  our  brigade-major  came  moving 
up  the  lane  on  foot  (I  suppose  his  horse  had  been 
shot),  crying,  "  Stand  to  your  arms,  volunteers  ! 
they're  coming  on  again  ;"  and  we  found  ourselves 
a  second  time  engaged  in  a  hot  musketry-fire. 
How  long  it  went  on  I  cannot  now  remember, 
but  we  could  distinguish  clearly  the  thick  line  of 
skirmishers,  about  sixty  paces  off,  and  mounted 
officers  among  them ;  and  we  seemed  to  be  keeping 
them  well  in  check,  for  they  were  quite  exposed 
to  our  fire,  while  we  were  protected  nearly  up  to 
our  shoulders,  when — I  know  not  how — I  became 
sensible  that  something  had  gone  wrong.  M\V 
an-  taken  in  flank  ! "  called  out  some  one ;  and 
looking  along  the  left,  sure  enough  there  were 
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dark  figures  jumping  over  the  bank  into  the  Line 
and  firing  up  along  our  line.  The  volunteers  in 
ivsrrve,  who  had  come  clown  to  take  the  place  of 
the  Guards,  must  have  given  way  at  this  point ; 
the  enemy's  skirmishers  had  got  through  our  line, 
and  turned  our  left  flank.  How  the  next  move 
came  about  I  cannot  recollect,  or  whether  it  was 
without  orders,  but  in  a  short  time  we  found  our- 
si'lvrs  out  of  the  lane,  and  drawn  up  in  a  straggling 
line  about  thirty  yards  in  rear  of  it — at  our  end, 
that  is,  the  other  flank  had  fallen  back  a  good  deal 
more — and  the  enemy  were  lining  the  hedge,  and 
numbers  of  them  passing  over  and  forming  up  on 
our  side.  Beyond  our  left  a  confused  mass  were 
retreating,  firing  as  they  went,  followed  by  the 
advancing  line  of  the  enemy.  We  stood  in  this 
way  for  a  short  space,  firing  at  random  as  fast  as 
we  could.  Our  colonel  and  major  must  have  been 
shot,  for  there  was  no  one  to  give  an  order,  when 
HuiK-body  on  horseback  called  out  from  behind— 
I  think  it  must  have  been  the  brigadier — "X«w, 
then,  volunteers  !  give  a  British  cheer,  and  go  at 
them — charge!"  and,  with  a  shout,  we  rushed  at 
the  enemy.  Some  of  them  ran,  some  stopped  to 
n t  us,  and  for  a  moment  it  was  a  real  hand-to- 
hand  fight.  I  felt  a  sharp  sting  in  my  leg,  as  I 
drove  my  bayonot  right  through  the  man  in  front 
of  me.  I  confess  I  shut  my  eyes,  for  I  just  got  a 
glimpse  of  the  poor  wretch  as  he  fell  back,  his  eyes 


58  TALES   FROM    M  BLACKWOOD." 

starting  out  of  his  In -ail,   ami,  : hough  wo 

were,  the  night  was  almost  too  horrible  to  look  at. 
But  the  struggle  was  over  in  a  second,  and  wo 
had  cleared  the  ground  again  right  up  to  the  rear 
hedge  of  the  lane.  Had  we  gone  on,  I  believe 
we  might  have  recovered  the  lane  too,  but  wo 
were  now  all  out  of  order ;  there  was  no  one  to 
say  what  to  do ;  the  enemy  began  to  line  the 
hedge  and  open  fire,  and  they  were  stream iug 
past  our  left ;  and  how  it  came  about  I  know  not, 
but  we  found  ourselves  falling  back  towards  our 
right  rear,  scarce  any  semblance  of  a  line  remain- 
ing, and  the  volunteers  who  had  given  way  on  our 
left  mixed  up  with  us,  and  adding  to  the  confusion. 
It  was  now  nearly  dark.  On  the  slopes  which  wo 
were  retreating  to  was  a  large  mass  of  reserves 
drawn  up  in  columns.  Some  of  the  leading  files 
of  these,  mistaking  us  for  the  enemy,  began  firing 
at  us  ;  our  fellows,  cry  ing  out  to  them  to  stop,  ran 
towards  their  ranks,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
whole  slope  of  the  hill  became  a  scene  of  confusion 
that  I  cannot  attempt  to  describe,  regiments  and 
detachments  mixed  up  in  hopeless  disorder.  Most 
of  UH,  I  believe,  turnc'd  towards  the  enemy  and 
fired  away  our  few  remaining  cartridges ;  but  it 
was  too  late  to  take  aim,  fortunately  for  us,  or 
the  guns  which  the  enemy  had  brought  up  through 
the  gap,  and  were  firing  point-blank,  would  have 
done  more  damage.  As  it  was,  we  could  see  little 
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more  than  the  bright  flashes  of  their  fire.  In  our 
confusion  we  had  jammed  up  a  line  regiment  im- 
mediately behind  us,  which  I  suppose  had  just 
arrived  on  the  field,  and  its  colonel  and  some  staff- 
officers  were  in  vain  trying  to  make  a  passage  for 
it,  and  their  shouts  to  us  to  march  to  the  rear  and 
clear  a  road  could  bo  heard  above  the  roar  of  the 
guns  and  the  confused  babel  of  sound.  At  last  a 
mounted  officer  pushed  his  way  through,  followed 
by  a  company  in  sections,  the  men  brushing  past 
with  firm-set  faces,  as  if  on  a  desperate  task ;  and 
the  battalion,  when  it  got  clear,  appeared  to  deploy 
and  advance  down  the  slope.  I  have  also  a  dim 
recollection  of  seeing  the  Life  Guards  trot  past 
the  front,  and  push  on  towards  the  town — a  last 
desperate  attempt  to  save  the  day — before  we  left 
the  field.  Our  adjutant,  who  had  got  separated 
from  our  flank  of  the  regiment  in  the  confusion, 
now  came  up,  and  managed  to  lead  us,  or  at  any 
rate  some  of  us,  up  to  the  crest  of  the  hill  in  the 
rear,  to  re-form,  as  he  said ;  but  there  we  met  a 
vast  crowd  of  volunteers,  militia,  and  waggons,  all 
hurrying  rearward  from  the  direction  of  the  big 
house,  and  we  were  borne  in  the  stream  for  a  mile 
at  least  before  it  was  possible  to  stop.  At  last  the 
adjutant  led  us  to  an  open  space  a  little  off  the  line 
of  fugitives,  and  there  we  re-formed  the  remains  of 
the  companies.  Telling  us  to  halt,  he  rode  off  to 
try  and  obtain  orders,  and  find  out  where  the  rest 
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of  our  brigade  was.  From  this  point,  a  spur  of 
high  ground  running  off  from  the  main  plateau, 
we  looked  down  through  the  dim  twilight  into 
the  battle-field  below.  Artillery-fire  was  still  going 
on.  We  could  see  the  flashes  from  the  guns  on 
In  it  h  sides,  and  now  and  then  a  stray  shell  came 
screaming  up  and  burst  near  us,  but  we  were 
lieyond  the  sound  of  musketry.  This  halt  first 
gave  us  time  to  think  about  what  had  happened. 
The  long  day  of  expectancy  had  been  .succeeded 
by  the  excitement  of  battle ;  and  when  each 
minute  may  be  your  last,  you  do  not  think  much 
about  other  people,  nor  when  you  are  facing  an- 
other man  with  a  rifle  have  you  time  to  consider 
whether  he  or  you  are  the  invader,  or  that  you 
are  fighting  for  your  home  and  hearths.  All  fight- 
ing is  pretty  much  alike,  I  suspect,  as  to  sentiment, 
when  once  it  begins.  But  now  we  had  time  for 
reflection;  and  although  we  did  not  yet  quite 
understand  how  far  the  day  had  gone  against  us, 
nn  uneasy  feeling  of  self-condemnation  must  have 
(ome  up  in  the  minds  of  most  of  us  ;  while,  above 
all,  we  now  began  to  realise  what  the  loss  of  this 
battle  meant  to  the  country.  Then,  too,  we  knew 
not  what  had  become  of  all  our  wounded  comrades. 
JJ'-urtion,  too,  set  in  after  the  fatigue  and  excite- 
ment. For  myself,  I  had  found  out  for  the 
time  that  the  bayonet-wound  in  my  leg, 

u  bullet  had  gone  through  my  left  arm.  just  bd«>w 
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the  shoulder,  and  outside  the  bone.  I  remember 
feeling  something  like  a  blow  just  when  we  lost 
the  lane,  but  the  wound  passed  unnoticed  till  now, 
when  the  bleeding  had  stopped  and  the  shirt  was 
sticking  to  the  wound. 

This  half-hour  seemed  an  age,  and  while  we  stood 
on  this  knoll  the  endless  tramp  of  men  and  rum- 
bling of  carts  along  the  downs  beside  us  told  their 
own  tale.  The  whole  army  was  falling  back.  At 
last  we  could  discern  the  adjutant  riding  up  to  us 
out  of  the  dark.  The  army  was  to  retreat  and  take 
up  a  position  on  Epsom  Downs,  he  said ;  we  should 
join  in  the  march,  and  try  and  find  our  brigade  in 
the  morning ;  and  so  we  turned  into  the  throng 
again,  and  made  our  way  on  as  best  we  could.  A 
few  scraps  of  news  he  gave  us  as  he  rode  alongside 
of  our  leading  section ;  the  army  had  held  its  posi- 
sion  well  for  a  time,  but  the  enemy  had  at  last 
broken  through  the  line  between  us  and  Guildford, 
as  well  as  in  our  front,  and  had  poured  his  men 
through  the  point  gained,  throwing  the  line  into 
confusion,  and  the  first  army-corps  near  Guildford 
were  also  fulling  back  t<>  avoid  being  outflanked. 
The  regular  troops  were  holding  the  rear;  we  were 
to  push  on  as  last  as  possible  to  get  out  of  their 
way,  and  allow  them  to  make  an  orderly  retreat  in 
the  morning.  The  gallant  old  lord  commanding 
our  corps  had  been  badly  \voimded  early  in  the 
day,  he  heard,  and  carried  off  the  field.  The 
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(iuards  had  suffered  dreadfully;  the  household 
cavalry  liad  ridden  down  the  cuirassiers,  but  had 
got  into  broken  ground  and  been  awfully  cut  up. 
Such  were  the  scraps  of  news  passed  down  our 
woary  column.  What  had  become  of  our  wounded 
no  one  knew,  and  no  one  liked  to  ask.  So  we 
t nidged  on.  It  must  have  been  midnight  when 
we  reached  Leatherhead.  Here  we  left  the  open 
ground  and  took  to  the  road,  and  the  block  became 
greater.  We  pushed  our  way  painfully  along; 
several  trains  passed  slowly  ahead  along  the  rail- 
way by  the  roadside,  containing  the  wounded,  we 
supposed — such  of  them,  at  least,  as  were  lucky 
enough  to  be  picked  up.  It  was  daylight  when  we 
got  to  Epsom.  The  night  had  been  bright  and 
clear  after  the  storm,  with  a  cool  air,  which,  blow- 
ing through  my  soaking  clothes,  chilled  me  to  the 
bone.  My  wounded  leg  was  stiff  and  sore,  and  I 
was  ready  to  drop  with  exhaustion  and  hunger. 
Nor  were  my  comrades  in  much  better  case ;  we 
had  eaten  nothing  since  breakfast  the  day  before, 
and  the  bread  we  had  put  by  had  been  washed 
away  by  the  storm  :  only  a  little  pulp  remained  at 
the  bottom  of  my  bag.  The  tobacco  was  all  too 
wet  to  smoke.  In  this  plight  we  were  creeping 
along,  when  the  adjutant  guided  us  into  a  field  l>y 
the  roadside  to  rest  awhile,  and  we  lay  down  ex- 
hausted <>u  the  sloppy  grass.  The  roll  was  here 
taken,  and  only  180  answered  out  of  nearly  500 
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present  on  the  morning  of  the  battle.  How  many 
of  these  were  killed  and  wounded  no  one  could  tell ; 
but  it  was  certain  many  must  have  got  separated  in 
the  confusion  of  the  evening.  While  resting  here, 
we  saw  pass  by,  in  the  crowd  of  vehicles  and  men, 
a  cart  laden  with  commissariat  stores,  driven  by  a 
man  in  uniform.  "  Food  ! "  cried  some  one,  and  a 
dozen  volunteers  jumped  up  and  surrounded  the 
cart.  The  driver  tried  to  whip  them  off;  but  he 
was  pulled  off  his  seat,  and  the  contents  of  the  cart 
thrown  out  in  an  instant.  They  were  preserved 
meats  in  tins,  which  we  tore  open  with  our  bayo- 
nets. The  meat  had  been  cooked  before,  I  think ; 
at  any  rate  we  devoured  it.  Shortly  after  this  a 
general  came  by  with  three  or  four  staff- officers. 
He  stopped  and  spoke  to  our  adjutant,  and  then 
rode  into  the  field.  "  My  lads,"  said  he,  "  you  shall 
join  my  division  for  the  present :  fall  in,  and  fol- 
low the  regiment  that  is  now  passing."  We  rose 
up,  fell  in  by  companies,  each  about  twenty  strong, 
and  turned  once  more  into  the  stream  moving 
along  the  road; — regiments,  detachments,  single 
volunteers  or  militiamen,  country  people  making 
off,  sonic  with  bundles,  some  without,  a  few  in  carts, 
but  most  on  foot ;  here  and  there  waggons  of  stores, 
with  men  sitting  wherever  there,  was  room,  others 
rruniiiied  with  wounded  soldiers.  Many  blocks 
occurred  from  horses  falling,  or  carts  breaking 
down  and  filling  up  the  road.  In  the  town  tlio 
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confusion  was  even  worse,  for  all  the  houses  seemed 
full  of  volunteers  ami  militiamen,  wounded  or  rest- 
ing, or  trying  to  find  food,  and  the  streets  were 
almost  choked  up.  Some  officers  were  in  vain 
trying  to  restore  order,  but  the  task  seemed  a 
li< 'pi-less  one.  One  or  two  volunteer  regiments 
which  had  arrived  from  the  north  the  previous 
night,  and  had  been  halted  here  for  orders,  wen; 
drawn  up  along  the  roadside  steadily  enough,  and 
some  of  the  retreating  regiments,  including  ours, 
may  have  preserved  the  semblance  of  discipline, 
but  for  the  most  part  the  mass  pushing  to  the  rear 
was  a  mere  mob.  The  regulars,  or  what  remained 
of  them,  were  now,  I  believe,  all  in  the  rear,  to  hold 
the  advancing  enemy  in  check.  A  few  officers 
among  such  a  crowd  could  do  nothing.  To  add  to 
the  confusion,  several  houses  were  being  emptied 
of  the  wounded  brought  here  the  night  before,  to 
prevent  their  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy, 
some  in  carts,  some  being  carried  to  the  railway  by 
men.  The  groans  of  these  poor  fellows  as  they 
were  jostled  through  the  street  went  to  our  hearts, 
selfish  though  fatigue  and  suffering  had  made  us. 
At  last,  following  the  guidance  of  a  staff-officer  who 

landing  to  show  the  way,  we  turned  oft'  from 
the  main  London  road  and  took  that  towards 
Kingston.  Here  the  crush  was  less,  and  we  man- 
aged t«»  move  along  pivtty  steadily.  The  air  had 

cooled  by  the  storm,  and  there  was  no  dust. 
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We  passed  through  a  village  whore  our  new  general 
luul  sei/ed  all  the  public-houses,  and  taken  posses- 
sion of  the  liquor;  and  each  regiment  as  it  camo 
up  was  halted,  and  each  man  got  a  drink  of  beer, 
served  out  by  companies.     Whether  the  owner  got 
paid,  I  know  not,  but  it  was  like  nectar.     It  must 
have  been  about  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  that 
wo  came  in  sight  of  Kingston.     We  had  been  on 
our  legs  sixteen  hours,  and  had  got  over  about 
twelve  miles  of  ground.     There  is  a  hill  a  little 
south  of  the  Surbiton  station,  covered  then  mostly 
with   villas,  but   open  at   the   western   extremity, 
where  there  was  a  clump  of  trees  on  the  summit. 
We  had  diverged  from  the  road  towards  this,  and 
here  the  general  halted  us  and  disposed  the  line  of 
the  division  along  his  front,  facing  to  the   soutli- 
wi-st,  the  right  of  the  line  reaching  down  to  the 
water-works   on  the   Thames,  the   left   extending 
along  the  southern  slope  of  the  hill,  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Epsom  road  by  which  we  had  come. 
We  were  nearly  in  the  centre,  occupying  the  knoll 
just  in  front  of  the  general,  who  dismounted  on  the 
top  and  tied  his  horse  to  a  tree.     It  is  not  much  of 
a  hill,  but  commands  an  extensive  view  over  the 
Hat  country  around;  and  as  we  lay  wearily  on  the 
ground  we  eniild  see  the  Thames  glistening  like  a 
silver  field  in  the   bright   sunshine,  the  palace  at 
Hampton  Court,  the  bridge  at  Kingston,  and  the 
old  church  tower  rising  above  the  haze  of  the  town, 
s.s. — ir.  E 
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with  the  woods  of  Richmond  Park  behind  it.  To 
most  of  us  the  scene  could  not  but  call  up  the 
associations  of  happy  days  of  peace — days  now 
ended  and  peace  destroyed  through  national  in- 
fatuation. We  did  not  say  this  to  each  other,  but 
a  deep  depression  had  come  upon  us,  partly  due  to 
weakness  and  fatigue,  no  doubt,  but  we  saw  that 
another  stand  was  going  to  be  made,  and  we  had 
no  longer  any  confidence  in  ourselves.  If  we  could 
not  hold  our  own  when  stationary  in  line,  on  a 
good  position,  but  had  been  broken  up  into  a 
rabble  at  the  first  shock,  what  chance  had  we  now 
of  manoeuvring  against  a  victorious  enemy  in  this 
open  ground  ?  A  feeling  of  desperation  came  over 
us,  a  determination  to  struggle  on  against  hope; 
but  anxiety  for  the  future  of  the  country,  and  our 
friends,  and  all  dear  to  us,  filled  our  thoughts  now 
that  we  had  time  for  reflection.  We  had  had  no 
news  of  any  kind  since  Wood  joined  us  the  day 
before — we  knew  not  what  was  doing  in  London,  or 
what  the  Government  was  about,  or  anything  else ; 
and  exhausted  though  we  were,  we  felt  an  intense 
craving  to  know  what  was  happening  in  other 
parts  of  the  country. 

Our  general  had  expected  to  find  a  supply  of 
food  and  ammunition  here,  but  nothing  turned  up. 
Most  of  us  had  hanlly  a  cartridge  left,  so  he  or- 
dered the  regiment  next  to  us,  which  came  from  tlie 
north  and  had  not  been  engaged,  to  give  us  enough 
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to  make  up  twenty  rounds  a  man,  and  he  sent  off  a 
fatigue-party  to  Kingston  to  try  and  get  provisions, 
while  a  detachment  of  our  fellows  was  allowed  to 
go  foraging  among  the  villas  in  our  rear;  and  in 
about  an  hour  they  brought  back  some  bread  and 
meat,  which  gave  us  a  slender  meal  all  round. 
They  said  most  of  the  houses  were  empty,  and  that 
many  had  been  stripped  of  all  eatables,  and  a  good 
deal  damaged  already. 

It  must  have  been  between  three  and  four  o'clock 
when  the  sound  of  cannonading  began  to  be  heard 
in  the  front,  and  we  could  see  the  smoke  of  the 
guns  rising  above  the  woods  of  Esher  and  Clare- 
inont,  and  soon  afterwards  some  troops  emerged 
from  the  fields  below  us.  It  was  the  rear-guard  of 
regular  troops.  There  were  some  guns  also,  which 
were  driven  up  the  slope  and  took  up  their  position 
round  the  knoll.  There  were  three  batteries,  but 
they  only  counted  eight  guns  amongst  them.  Be- 
hind them  was  posted  the  line ;  it  was  a  brigade 
apparently  of  four  regiments,  but  the  whole  did 
not  look  to  be  more  than  eight  or  nine  hundred 
n K-ii.  Our  regiment  and  another  had  been  moved 
a  little  to  the  rear  to  make  way  for  them,  and  pres- 
ently we  were  ordered  down  to  occupy  the  railway 
station  on  our  ri^-lit  rear.  My  leg  was  now  so  stiff 
I  could  no  longer  march  with  the  rest,  and  my  left 
ann  was  very  swollen  and  sore,  and  almost  useless  ; 
but  anything  seemed  better  than  being  left  behind, 
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so  I  limped  after  the  battalion  as  best  I  could  down 
to  the  station.  There  was  a  goods  shed  a  little  in 
advance  of  it  down  the  line,  a  strong  brick  building, 
and  here  my  company  was  posted.  The  r« 
our  men  lined  the  wall  of  the  enclosure.  A  staff- 
officer  came  with  us  to  arrange  the  distribution: 
we  should  be  supported  by  line  troops,  he  said ; 
and  in  a  few  minutes  a  train  full  of  them  came 
slowly  up  from  Guildford  way.  It  was  the  last ; 
the  men  got  out,  the  train  passed  on,  and  a  party 
began  to  tear  up  the  rails,  while  the  rest  were  dis- 
tributed among  the  houses  on  each  side.  A  ser- 
geant's party  joined  us  in  our  shed,  and  an  engin- 
eer officer  with  sappers  came  to  knock  holes  in  tho 
walls  for  us  to  fire  from  ;  but  there  were  only  half- 
a-dozen  of  them,  so  progress  was  not  rapid,  and  as 
we  had  no  tools  we  could  not  help. 

It  was  while  we  were  watching  this  job  that  tho 
adjutant,  who  was  as  active  as  ever,  looked  in,  and 
told  us  to  muster  in  the  yard.  The  fatigue-party 
had  come  back  from  Kingston,  and  a  small  baker's 
hand-cart  of  food  was  made  over  to  us  as  our  shaiv. 
It  contained  loaves,  flour,  and  some  joints  of  meat. 
The  meat  and  tho  flour  we  had  not  time  or  means 
to  cook.  The  loaves  we  devoured;  and  there  was 
a  tap  of  water  in  the  yard,  so  we  felt  refreshed  by 
the  meal.  I  should  have  liked  to  wash  my  wounds, 
which  were  becoming  very  offensive,  but  I  dared 
not  take  off  my  coat,  feeling  sure  I  should  not  be 
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able  to  get  it  on  again.  It  was  while  we  were 
eating  our  bread  that  the  rumour  first  reached  us 
of  another  disaster,  even  greater  than  that  we  had 
witnessed  ourselves.  Whence  it  came  I  know  not ; 
but  a  whisper  went  down  the  ranks  that  "Woolwich 
had  been  captured.  We  all  knew  that  it  was  our 
only  arsenal,  and  understood  the  significance  of  the 
blow.  Xo  hope,  if  this  were  true,  of  saving  the 
country.  Thinking  over  this,  we  went  back  to  the 
shed. 

Although  this  was  only  our  second  day  of  war,  I 
think  we  were  already  old  soldiers  so  far  that  wo 
had  come  to  be  careless  about  fire,  and  the  shot  and 
shell  that  now  began  to  open  on  us  made  no  sensa- 
tion. We  felt,  indeed,  our  need  of  discipline,  and 
we  saw  plainly  enough  the  slender  chance  of  suc- 
cess coming  out  of  troops  so  imperfectly  trained  as 
we  were  ;  but  I  think  we  were  all  determined  to 
fight  on  as  long  as  we  could.  Our  gallant  adjutant 
irave  his  spirit  to  everybody;  and  the  staff-officer 
commanding  was  a  very  cheery  fellow,  and  went 
alxmt  as  if  we  were  certain  of  victory.  Just  as  tho 
firing  began  he  looked  in  to  say  that  we  were  as 
safe  as  in  a  church,  that  we  must  be  sure  and 
pepper  the  enemy  well,  and  that  more  cartridges 
would  soon  arrive.  There  were  some  steps  and 
benches  in  the  shed,  and  on  tlies««  a  part  of  our  men 
w.-rc  standing,  to  fire  through  the  upper  loop-holes, 
while  the  line  soldiers  and  others  stood  on  the 
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ground,  guarding  the  Kecond  row.  I  sat  on  tin; 
floor,  for  I  could  not  now  use  my  rifle,  and  besides, 
there  were  more  men  than  loop-holes.  The  ar- 
tillery fire  which  had  opened  now  on  our  position 
AMIS  from  a  longish  range  ;  and  occupation  for  tho 
riflemen  had  hardly  begun  when  there  was  a  crash 
in  the  shed,  and  I  was  knocked  down  by  a  blow  on 
the  head.  I  was  almost  stunned  for  a  time,  and 
could  not  make  out  at  first  what  had  happened.  A 
shot  or  shell  had  hit  the  shed  without  quite  pene- 
trating the  wall,  but  the  blow  had  upset  the  steps 
resting  against  it,  and  the  men  standing  on  them, 
bringing  down  a  cloud  of  plaster  and  brickbats,  one 
of  which  had  struck  me.  I  felt  now  past  being  of 
use.  I  could  not  use  my  rifle,  and  could  ban-ly 
stand;  and  after  a  time  I  thought  I  would  mako 
for  my  own  house,  on  the  chance  of  finding  some 
one  still  there.  I  got  up  therefore,  and  staggered 
homewards.  Musketry  fire  had  now  commenced, 
and  our  side  were  blazing  away  from  the  windows 
of  the  houses,  and  from  behind  walls,  and  from  tho 
shelter  of  some  trucks  still  standing  in  the  station. 
A  couple  of  field-pieces  in  the  yard  were  firing,  and 
in  the  open  space  in  rear  of  the  station  a  i 
was  drawn  up.  Thorp,  too,  was  the  staff-officer  <>u 
horseback,  watching  the  fight  through  his  fi« -Id- 
glass.  I  remember  having  still  enough  sense  to 
feel  that  the  position  was  a  hopeless  one.  That 
straggling  line  of  houses  and  gardens  would  sur«-ly 
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be  broken  through  at  some  point,  and  then  the  line 
must  give  way  like  a  rope  of  sand.  It  was  about  a 
mile  to  our  house,  and  I  was  thinking  how  I  could 
possibly  drag  myself  so  far  when  I  suddenly  recol- 
lected that  I  was  passing  Travers's  house, — one  of 
the  first  of  a  row  of  villas  then  leading  from  the 
Surbiton  station  to  Kingston.  Had  he  been  brought 
home,  I  wonder,  as  his  faithful  old  servant  promised, 
and  was  his  wife  still  here?  I  remember  to  this 
day  the  sensation  of  shame  I  felt,  when  I  recol- 
lected that  I  had  not  once  given  him — my  greatest 
friend — a  thought  since  I  carried  him  off  the  field 
the  day  before.  But  war  and  suffering  make  men 
selfish.  I  would  go  in  now  at  any  rate  and  rest 
awhile,  and  see  if  I  could  be  of  use.  The  little 
garden  before  the  house  was  as  trim  as  ever — I 
used  to  pass  it  every  day  on  my  way  to  the  train, 
and  knew  every  shrub  in  it  —  and  ablaze  with 
flowers,  but  the  hall-door  stood  ajar.  I  stepped  in 
and  saw  little  Arthur  standing  in  the  hall.  He  had 
been  divssrd  as  neatly  as  ever  that  day,  and  as  he 
stood  there  in  his  pretty  blue  frock  and  white  trou- 
sers and  socks  showing  his  chubby  little  legs,  with 
liis  golden  locks,  fair  face,  and  large  dark  eyes,  the 
picture  of  childish  beauty,  in  the  quiet  hall,  just  as 
it  used  to  look — the  vases  of  flowers,  the  hat  and 
mats  hanging  up,  the  familiar  pictures  on  the  walls 
—this  vision  of  peace  in  the  midst  of  war  made  me 
wonder  for  a  moment,  faint  and  giddy  as  I  was,  if 
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the  pandemonium  outside  had  any  real  existence, 
and  was  not  merely  a  hideous  dream.  But  the  roar 
of  the  guns  making  the  house  shako,  and  the  rush- 
ing of  the  shot,  gave  a  ready  answer.  The  little 
fellow  appeared  almost  unconscious  of  the  see  no 
around  him,  and  was  walking  up  the  stairs  holding 
by  the  railing,  one  step  at  a  time,  as  I  had  seen 
him  do  a  hundred  times  before,  but  turned  round  as 
I  came  in.  My  appearance  frightened  him,  and 
staggering  as  I  did  into  the  hall,  my  face  and 
clothes  covered  with  blood  and  dirt,  I  must  have 
looked  an  awful  object  to  the  child,  for  he  gave  a 
cry  and  turned  to  run  toward  the  basement  stairs. 
But  he  stopped  on  hearing  my  voice  calling  him 
back  to  his  god-papa,  and  after  a  while  came  timidly 
up  to  inc.  Papa  had  been  to  the  battle,  lie  said, 
and  was  very  ill :  mamma  was  with  papa :  Wood 
was  out :  Lucy  was  in  the  cellar,  and  had  taken 
him  there,  but  he  wanted  to  go  to  mamma.  Telling 
him  to  stay  in  the  hall  for  a  minute  till  I  called 
him,  I  climbed  up-stuirs  and  opened  the  bedroom- 
door.  My  poor  friend  lay  there,  his  body  resting 
on  tin-  bed,  liis  head  supported  on  his  wife's  shoul- 
d-T  ;is  she  sat  by  the  bedside.  He  breathed  heavily, 
but  the  pallor  of  his  face,  the  closed  eyes,  the  pros- 
trate arms,  the  clammy  foam  she  was  wiping  from 
his  mouth,  all  spoke  of  approaching  death.  The 
^•odd  <>1«1  servant  had  done  his  duty,  at  least, — he 
hud  brought  his  master  homo  to  die  in  his  wife's 
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arms.  The  poor  woman  was  too  intent  on  her 
charge  to  notice  the  opening  of  the  door,  and  as  the 
child  would  be  better  away,  I  closed  it  gently  and 
went  down  to  the  hall  to  take  little  Arthur  to  the 
shelter  below,  where  the  maid  was  hiding.  Too 
late  !  He  lay  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  on  his  face, 
his  little  arms  stretched  out,  his  hair  dabbled  in 
blood.  I  had  not  noticed  the  crash  among  the 
other  noises,  but  a  splinter  of  a  shell  must  have  come 
through  the  open  doorway  ;  it  had  carried  away  the 
back  of  his  head.  The  poor  child's  death  must 
have  been  instantaneous.  I  tried  to  lift  up  the 
little  corpse  with  my  one  arm,  but  even  this  load 
was  too  much  for  me,  and  while  stooping  down  I 
fainted  away. 

When  I  came  to  my  senses  again  it  was  quite 
dark,  and  for  some  time  I  could  not  make  out 
whore  I  was ;  I  lay  indeed  for  some  time  like  one 
half  asleep,  feeling  no  inclination  to  move.  By 
degrees  I  became  aware  that  I  was  on  the  carpeted 
floor  of  a  room.  All  noise  of  battle  had  ceased,  but 
there  was  a  sound  as  of  many  people  close  by.  At 
last  I  sat  up  and  gradually  got  to  my  feet.  The 
ni"venient  gave  me  intense  pain,  lor  my  wounds 
wen  now  highly  inflamed,  and  my  clothes  sticking 
to  them  made  tin-in  dn-adfully  sore.  At  last  I  got 
np  and  groped  my  way  to  tin;  door,  and  opening  it 
at  once  sa\v  where  I  was,  for  the  pain  had  brought 
back  my  senses.  I  bad  been  lying  in  Travcrs'a 
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little  writing-room  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  into 
which  I  made  my  way.  There  was  no  gas.  ;m<l  tho 
drawing-room  d  >or  was  closed;  but  from  the  open 
dining-room  the  glimmer  of  a  candle  feebly  lighted 
up  the  hall,  in  which  half-a-dozen  sleeping  figures 
could  be  discerned,  while  the  room  itself  was 
crowded  with  men.  The  table  was  covered  with 
plates,  glasses,  and  bottles ;  but  most  of  the  men 
were  asleep  in  the  chairs  or  on  the  floor,  a  few 
were  smoking  cigars,  and  one  or  two  with  their 
helmets  on  were  still  engaged  at  supper,  occasion- 
ally grunting  out  an  observation  between  the 
mouthful  s. 

"  Sincl  wackere  Soldaten,  diese  Englischen  Frci- 
willigen,"  said  a  broad-shouldered  brute,  stuffing  a 
great  hunch  of  beef  into  his  mouth  with  a  silver 
fork,  an  implement  I  should  think  he  must  have 
been  using  for  the  first  time  in  his  life. 

"Ja,  ja,''  replied  a  comrade,  who  was  lolling 
back  in  his  chair  with  a  pair  of  very  dirty  legs  on 
the  table,  and  one  of  poor  Travers's  best  cigars  in 
his  mouth  ;  "Sic  so  gut  laufen  kimnen." 

"  Ja  wohl,"  responded  the  first  speaker;  "jiher 
sind  nicht  eben  so  schnell  wie  die  Franzosischcn 
Mobloten." 

"  Gcwiss,"  grunted  a  hulking  lout  from  the  floor, 
leaning  on  his  elbow,  and  sending  out  a  cloud  of 
smoke  from  his  ugly  jaws  ;  "und  da  sind  hicr  ctwa 
gute  Schiit/t  11." 
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'•  Hast  reclit,  lange  Peter/'  answered  number  one; 
"  wenn  die  Sclmrken  so  gut  exerciren  \vie  schutzeu 
konnten,  so  waren  wir  heute  niclit  bier ! " 

"  Recht  I  reclit ! "  said  the  second  ;  "  das  exerciren 
inacht  den  guten  Soldaten.'7 

What  more  criticisms  on  the  shortcomings  of  our 
unfortunate  volunteers  might  have  passed  I  did  not 
stop  to  hear,  being  interrupted  by  a  sound  011  the 
stairs.  Mrs  Travers  was  standing  on  the  landing- 
place  ;  I  limped  up  the  stairs  to  meet  her.  Among 
the  many  pictures  of  those  fatal  days  engraven  on 
my  memory,  I  remember  none  more  clearly  than 
the  mournful  aspect  of  my  poor  friend,  widowed 
and  childless  within  a  few  moments,  as  she  stood 
there  in  her  white  dress,  coming  forth  like  a  ghost 
from  the  chamber  of  the  dead,  the  candle  she  held 
lighting  up  her  face,  and  contrasting  its  pallor  with 
the  dark  hair  that  fell  disordered  round  it,  its  beauty 
radiant  even  through  features  worn  with  fatigue  and 
SOITOW.  She  was  calm  and  even  tearless,  though 
the  trembling  lip  told  of  the  effort  to  restrain  the 
(.•motion  she  felt.  "Dear  friend/'  she  said,  taking 
my  hand,  "  I  was  coming  to  seek  you  ;  forgive  my 
selfishness  in  neglecting  you  so  long;  but  you  will 
understand" — glancing  at  the  door  above — "  how 
occupied  I  have  been.''  "  Where/'  I  began. 

"my   boy?"  she  answered,   anticipating  my 

question.      "I  have  laid  him  by  his   father.     But 
now  your  wounds  must   be   cared  for ;    how  pale 
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and  fiiint  you  look!  —  rest  hero  a  moment,"  —  and, 
descending  to  the  dining-room,  she  returned  with 
some  wine,  which  I  gratefully  drank,  and  then, 
making  mo  sit  down  on  the  top  step  of  the  stairs, 
she  brought  water  and  linen,  and,  cutting  off  the 
sleeve  of  my  coat,  bathed  and  bandaged  my 
wounds.  Twas  I  who  felt  selfish  for  thus  adding 
to  her  troubles;  but  in  truth  I  was  too  weak  to 
have  much  will  left,  and  stood  in  need  of  the  help 
which  she  forced  me  to  accept;  and  the  dressing 
of  my  wounds  afforded  indescribable  relief.  While 
thus  tending  me,  she  explained  in  broken  sentences 
how  matters  stood.  Every  room  but  her  own,  and 
the  little  parlour  into  which  with  Wood's  help  sho 
had  carried  me,  was  full  of  soldiers.  Wood  had 
been  taken  away  to  work  at  repairing  the  railroad, 
and  Lucy  had  run  off  from  fright  ;  but  the  cook  had 
stopped  at  her  post,  and  had  served  up  supper  and 
opened  the  cellar  for  the  soldiers'  use:  she  herself 
did  not  understand  what  they  said,  and  they  were 
rough  and  boorish,  but  not  uncivil.  I  should  now 
:;o.  she  said,  when  my  wounds  were  dressed,  to  look 
after  my  own  home,  where  I  might  be  wanted  ;  for 
h<  Tself,  she  wished  only  to  be  allowed  to  remain 
watching  there  —glancing  at  the  room  where  lay 
the  bodies  of  her  husband  and  child  —  where  she 
would  not  be  molested.  I  felt  that  her  advice  \\;i> 
go.  id.  I  could  be  of  no  use  as  protection,  and  I  had 
an  anxious  longing  to  kii"\v  what  had  Iteconie  of  my 
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sick  mother  and  sister  ;  besides,  some  arrangement 
must  be  made  for  the  burial.  I  therefore  limped 
away.  There  was  no  need  to  express  thanks  on 
either  side,  and  the  grief  was  too  deep  to  be  reached 
by  any  outward  show  of  sympathy. 

Outside  the  house  there  was  a  good  deal  of  move- 
ment and  bustle ;  many  carts  going  along,  the 
waggoners,  from  Sussex  and  Surrey,  evidently  im- 
pressed and  guarded  by  soldiers  ;  and  although  no 
gas  was  burning,  the  road  towards  Kingston  was 
well  lighted  by  torches  held  by  persons  standing 
at  short  intervals  in  line,  who  had  been  seized  for 
the  duty,  some  of  them  the  tenants  of  neighbour- 
ing villas.  Almost  the  first  of  these  torch-bearers  I 
came  to  was  an  old  gentleman  whose  face  I  was  we -11 
acquainted  with,  from  having  frequently  travelled  up 
and  down  in  the  same  train  with  him.  He  was  a 
senior  clerk  in  a  Government  office,  I  believe,  and 
was  a  mild-looking  old  man  with  a  prim  face  and  a 
long  neck,  which  he  used  to  wrap  in  a  white  double 
neckcloth,  a  thing  even  in  those  days  seldom  seen. 
Even  in  that  moment  of  bitterness  I  could  not  help 
being  amused  by  the  absurd  figure  this  poor  old  fel- 
low presented,  with  his  solemn  face  and  long  cravat 
doing  penance  with  a  torch  in  front  of  his  own 
gate,  to  light  up  the  path  of  our  conquerors.  ]>ut 
a  more  serious  object  now  presented  itself,  a  cor- 
poral's guard  passing  by,  with  two  English  volun- 
teers in  charge,  their  hands  tied  behind  their  backs. 
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They  east  an  imploring  glance  at  me,  and  I  stopped 
into  tin-  road  to  ask  tin-  corporal  what  was  the 
matter,  and  even  ventured,  as  he  was  passing  on, 
to  lay  my  hand  on  his  sleeve.  "Auf  dem  Wegc, 
Spitzbube  !  "  cried  the  brute,  lifting  his  rifle  as  if  to 
knock  me  down.  "  Must  one  prisoners  who  fire  at  us 
let  shoot,"  lie  went  on  to  add  ;  and  shot  the  poor  fel- 
lows would  have  been,  I  suppose,  if  I  had  not  inter- 
ceded with  an  officer,  who  happened  to  be  riding 
by.  "  Herr  Hauptmann,"  I  cried,  as  loud  as  I  could, 
11  is  this  your  discipline,  to  let  unarmed  prisoners 
be  shot  without  orders  ?  "  The  officer,  thus  appealed 
to,  reined  in  his  horse,  and  halted  the  guard  till  ho 
heard  what  I  had  to  say.  My  knowledge  of  other 
languages  here  stood  me  in  good  stead,  for  the 
prisoners,  north-country  factory  hands  apparently, 
were  of  course  utterly  unable  to  make  themselves 
understood,  and  did  not  even  know  in  what  they 
had  offended.  I  therefore  interpreted  their  ex- 
planation :  they  had  been  left  behind  while  skir- 
mishing near  Ditton,  in  a  barn,  and  coming  out  of 
their  hiding-place  in  the  midst  of  a  party  of  tho 
enemy,  with  their  rifles  in  their  hands,  the  latter 
thought  they  were  going  to  fire  at  them  from  be- 
hind. It  was  a  wonder  they  were  not  shot  down 
on  the  spot.  The  captain  heard  the  tale,  and  then 
told  the  guard  to  let  them  go,  and  they  slunk  ofT 
at  once  into  a  by-road.  He  was  a  fine  soldier-like 
man,  but  nothing  could  exceed  the  insolence  of  his 


THE    BATTLE    OF    DORKING.  79 

manner,  which  was  perhaps  all  the  greater  because 
it  seemed  not  intentional,  but  to  arise  from  a  sense 
of  immeasurable  superiority.  Between  the  lame 
freiwilh'ger  pleading  for  his  comrades,  and  the  cap- 
tain of  the  conquering  army,  there  was,  in  his  view, 
an  infinite  gulf.  Had  the  two  men  been  dogs,  their 
fate  could  not  have  been  decided  more  contemp- 
tuously. They  were  let  go  simply  because  they 
were  not  worth  keeping  as  prisoners,  and  perhaps 
to  kill  any  living  thing  without  cause  went  against 
the  hauptmanrts  sense  of  justice.  But  why  speak 
of  this  insult  in  particular?  Had  not  every  man 
who  lived  then  his  tale  to  tell  of  humiliation  and 
degradation?  For  it  was  the  same  stoiy  every- 
where. After  the  first  stand  in  line,  and  when 
once  they  had  got  us  on  the  march,  the  enemy 
laughed  at  us.  Our  handful  of  regular  troops  was 
sacrificed  almost  to  a  man  in  a  vain  conflict  with 
numbers ;  our  volunteers  and  militia,  with  officers 
who  did  not  know  their  work,  without  ammunition 
or  equipment,  or  staff  to  superintend,  starving  in 
the  midst  of  plenty,  we  had  soon  become  a  helpless 
mob,  fighting  desperately  here  and  there,  but  with 
whom,  as  a  manoeuvring  army,  the  disciplined  in- 
vaders did  just  what  they  pleased.  Happy  thoso 
whose  bones  whitened  the  fields  of  Surrey ;  th«'v  at 
least  were  spared  tin;  disgrace  we  lived  to  endure. 
Even  you,  who  have  never  known  what  it  is  to  live 
otherwise  than  on  sufferance,  even  your  cheeks  burn 
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wo  talk  of  these  days  ;  think,  then,  what  thoso 
endured  who,  like  your  grandfather,  had  been  citi- 
zens of  the  proudest  nation  on  earth,  which  had 
never  known  disgrace  or  defeat,  and  whose  boast 
it  used  to  be  that  they  bore  a  flag  on  which  the  sun 
never  set  !  We  had  heard  of  generosity  in  war  ; 
we  found  none  :  the  war  was  made  by  us,  it  was 
said,  and  we  must  take  the  consequences.  London 
and  our  only  arsenal  captured,  we  were  at  the 
mercy  of  our  captors,  and  right  heavily  did  they 
tread  on  our  necks.  Need  I  tell  you  the  rest  ?  —  of 
the  ransom  we  had  to  pay,  and  the  taxes  raised 
to  cover  it,  which  keep  us  paupers  to  this  day  ?  — 
the  brutal  frankness  that  announced  we  must  give 
place  to  a  new  naval  Power,  and  be  made  harmless 
for  revenge?  —  the  victorious  troops  living  at  free 
quarters,  the  yoke  they  put  on  us  made  the  more 
galling  that  their  requisitions  had  a  semblance  of 
method  and  legality  ?  Better  have  been  robbed  at 
first  hand  by  the  soldiery  themselves,  than  through 
our  own  magistrates  made  the  instruments  for  extor- 
tion. How  we  lived  through  the  degradation  wo 
daily  and  hourly  underwent,  I  hardly  even  now 
understand.  And  what  was  there  left  to  us  to  live 
for?  Stripped  of  our  colonies;  Canada  and  the 
West  Indies  gone  to  America  ;  Australia  forced  to 
s-  -pui-ate  ;  India  lost  for  ever,  after  the  English  tin-re 
had  all  Ix-m  destroyed,  vainly  trying  to  hold  tin; 
country  when  cut  off  from  aid  by  their  countrymen  ; 
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Gibraltar  and  Malta  ceded  to  the  new  naval  Power ; 
Ireland  independent  and  in  perpetual  anarchy  and 
revolution.  When  I  look  at  my  country  as  it  is 
now — its  trade  gone,  its  factories  silent,  its  har- 
bours empty,  a  prey  to  pauperism  and  decay  — 
when  I  see  all  this,  and  think  what  Great  Britain 
was  in  my  youth,  I  ask  myself  whether  I  havo 
really  a  heart  or  any  sense  of  patriotism  that  I 
should  have  witnessed  such  degradation  and  still 
care  to  live !  France  was  different.  There,  too, 
they  had  to  eat  the  bread  of  tribulation  under  the 
yoke  of  the  conqueror !  their  fall  was  hardly  more 
sudden  or  violent  than  ours ;  but  war  could  not  take 
away  their  rich  soil ;  they  had  no  colonies  to  lose  ; 
their  broad  lands,  which  made  their  wealth,  remained 
to  them  ;  and  they  rose  again  from  the  blow.  But 
our  people  could  not  be  got  to  see  how  artificial 
our  prosperity  was — that  it  all  rested  on  foreign 
trade  and  financial  credit ;  that  the  course  of  trade 
once  turned  away  from  us,  even  for  a  time,  it  might 
never  return ;  and  that  our  credit  once  shaken 
might  never  be  restored.  To  hear  men  talk  in 
those  days,  you  would  have  thought  that  Provi- 
dence had  ordained  that  our  Government  should 
always  borrow  at  three  per  cent,  and  that  trade 
came  to  us  because  we  lived  in  a  foggy  little 
island  set  in  a  boisterous  sea.  They  could  not  be 
got  to  see  that  the  wealth  1  leaped  up  on  every  sido 
was  not  created  in  the  country,  but  in  India  and 
s.s. — ii.  F 
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China,  and  other  parts  of  the  world ;  and  that  it 
would  be  quite  possible  for  the  people  who  mado 
money  by  buying  and  selling  the  natural  treasures 
of  the  earth,  to  go  and  live  in  other  places,  and 
take  their  profits  with  them.  Nor  would  men 
believe  that  there  could  ever  be  an  end  to  our  coal 
and  iron,  or  that  they  would  get  to  be  so  much 
dearer  than  the  coal  and  iron  of  America  that  it 
would  no  longer  be  worth  while  to  work  them,  and 
that  therefore  we  ought  to  insure  against  the  loss  of 
our  artificial  position  as  the  great  centre  of  trade,  by 
making  ourselves  secure  and  strong  and  respected. 
We  thought  we  were  living  in  a  commercial  mil- 
lennium, which  must  last  for  a  thousand  years  at 
least.  After  all,  the  bitterest  part  of  our  reflec- 
tion is,  that  all  this  misery  and  decay  might  have 
been  so  easily  prevented,  and  that  we  brought  it 
about  ourselves  by  our  own  shortsighted  reckless- 
ness. There,  across  the  narrow  Straits,  was  the 
writing  on  the  wall,  but  we  would  not  choose  to 
ivad  it.  The  warnings  of  the  few  were  drowned 
in  the  voice  of  the  multitude.  Power  was  then 
passing  away  from  the  class  which  had  been  used 
to  rule,  and  to  face  political  dangers,  and  which  had 
brought  the  nation  with  honour  unsullied  through 
former  struggles,  into  the  hands  of  the  lower  classes, 
uneducated,  untrained  to  the  use  of  political  rights, 
and  swayed  by  demagogues  ;  and  the  few  who  were 
wise  in  their  generation  were  denounced  as  alarm- 
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ists,  or  as  aristocrats  who  sought  their  own  aggran- 
disement by  wasting  public  money  on  bloated  arma- 
ments. The  rich  were  idle  and  luxurious  ;  the  poor 
grudged  the  cost  of  defence.  Politics  had  become 
a  mere  bidding  for  Kadical  votes,  and  those  who 
should  have  led  the  nation  stooped  rather  to  pander 
to  the  selfishness  of  the  day,  and  humoured  the 
popular  cry  which  denounced  those  who  would 
secure  the  defence  of  the  nation  by  enforced  arm- 
ing of  its  manhood,  as  interfering  with  the  liberties 
of  the  people.  Truly  the  nation  was  ripe  for  a  fall ; 
but  when  I  reflect  how  a  little  firmness  and  self- 
denial,  or  political  courage  and  foresight,  might 
have  averted  the  disaster,  I  feel  that  the  judgment 
must  have  really  been  deserved.  A  nation  too  sel- 
fish to  defend  its  liberty,  could  not  have  been  fit 
to  retain  it.  To  you,  my  grandchildren,  who  are 
now  going  to  seek  a  new  home  in  a  more  prosper- 
ous land,  let  not  this  bitter  lesson  be  lost  upon  you 
in  the  country  of  your  adoption.  For  me,  I  am  too 
old  to  begin  life  again  in  a  strange  country ;  and 
hard  and  evil  as  have  been  my  days,  it  is  not  much 
to  await  in  solitude  the  time  which  cannot  now  bo 
far  off,  when  my  old  bones  will  be  laid  to  rest  in 
tin-  soil  I  have  loved  so  well,  and  whose  happiness 
and  honour  I  have  so  long  survived. 
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(MAGA.    JUNE  1869.] 


IT  was  dead  low -water  at  Wanslip  Road  Station. 
The  tide  of  trains,  express,  ordinary,  and 
goods,  which  dashed  by  between  the  hours  of  8  and 
in  A.M.  (for  but  few  of  them  stopped  at  that  small 
roadside  halting-place)  had  run  out,  and  for  the  last 
three-quarters  of  an  hour  the  precincts  had  boon  as 
silent  and  undisturbed  as  the  aisles  of  an  old- 
fashioned  chuivh  on  a  week-day.  Mr  Morgan — 
book-keeper,  clerk,  and  superintendent,  all  in  one — 
was  immersed  in  a  study  of  long  ledgers,  which 
seem  to  have  been  invented  to  keep  the  minds  of 
the  officials  in  such  places  from  stagnating.  Jem 
Dobbs,  the  sole  porter,  and  pointsman  on  duty,  was 
occupying  the  horsehair  scat  invented  by  tlie  com- 
pany fur  the  punishment  of  their  passengers,  sunk 
in  that  professional  half-slumber  which  has  still  an 
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eye  and  an  ear  open  for  any  sounds  of  business. 
Seeing  that  lie  was  on  duty  for  an  average  four- 
teen hours  a-day,  it  was  very  well  for  him  that  ho 
had  acquired  something  of  the  faculty  ascribed  to 
great  military  commanders,  of  snatching  an  odd  ten 
minutes  of  sleep  whenever  the  movements  of  tho 
enemy — in  his  case  the  "ups"  and  "  downs  "- 
would  let  him. 

Suddenly  Dobbs  jumped  up,  and  was  out  on 
the  platform  in  a  second.  The  distant  rumble  of 

the  up-train  from  E for  London  had  mingled 

with  his  blissful  dream  of  the  tap  of  the  "  Railway 
Hotel,"  and  roused  him  to  his  duty  of  bell-ringing. 
Mr  Morgan  had  not  heard  the  sound,  apparently, 
though  he  was  wide  awake.  But  then  it  was  not 
his  special  business. 

"  She's  before  her  time  this  morning,  Jem,"  said 
he  to  his  subordinate  when  he  re-entered,  casting  a 
look  at  the  office  clock  as  he  spoke. 

"  It's  Buster  as  is  driving,"  said  Jem  ;  "  he's  allus 
either  afore  his  time  or  arter ;  he  were  brought  up 
on  the  West-land  Junction,  where  they  does  all 
their  work  on  their  own  premises,  and  the  plate- 
layers makes  the  chronometers." 

"\Vre  early  to-day,  Joe,"  remarked  the  porter, 
as  the  engine  drew  up  at  the  platform. 

"  Well,  I  were  late  yesterday,"  replied  Joe,  with 
an  air  of  entire  self-satisfaction. 

"  You  goes  on  the  system  of  averages   on   the 
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Junction,  I  suppose ;  wo  an't  got  to  that  pint  yet 
on  the  main  line.  Well,  you've  got  to  wait,  you 
know — two  minutes  and  a  half." 

There  was  but  one  passenger  for  Wauslip,  and  as 
he  was  a  second-class,  ami  appeared  to  have  but  a 
single  carpet-bag,  Jem  Dobbs  shrewdly  calculated 
that  he  was  quite  equal  to  the  weight  of  that  him- 
self, and  resumed  his  own  talk  with  the  driver. 

"  Here's  to-day's  '  Telegraph '  for  you,  Jem, — I 
suppose  you  han't  seed  it?"  Coming  from  the 

rural  metropolis  of  E ,  the  speaker  was  in  a 

position  to  confer  this  kind  of  literary  obligations 
on  his  friends  at  the  smaller  stations. 

"  I  don't  care  for  no  Telegraphs,"  said  the  other, 
moodily.  Indeed  the  newspaper,  having  passed 
through  the  hands  of  the  driver  and  his  mate  dur- 
ing their  half-hour  of  refreshment  at  E ,  was 

not  a  tempting  -  looking  object  except  to  a  very 
earnest  politician.  Jem  held  out  his  hand  for  it 
nevertheless.  "  I  don't  want  no  papers.  What's 
the  use  of  a  newspaper  to  a  man  as  is  nailed  to  this 
'ere  platform  fourteen  hours  out  of  every  twenty- 
four?  What  odds  can  it  make  to  him  about 
politics?  Lots  of  talking  in  rarlymeiit,"  he  con- 
tinued, glancing  with  an  air  of  disgust  either  at  the 
long  speeches  or  at  the  dirty  pages.  "Ah  !  I  des- 
say  I  much  good  they  does  a-talking." 

"  There's  all  about  the  Hirish  Church." 

" Bother  the  Hirish  Church!     What  harm  did 
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the  Hirish  Church  ever  do  me  or  you  ?  If  they'd 
take  off  the  Hirisli  Mail,  now,  as  keeps  rne  out  of 
my  bed  till  one  in  the  morning*  every  other  night, 
kicking  my  heels  in  this  here  solumtary  hole,  I'd 
say  they  did  some  good.  I'm  turned  Tory,  Joe,  I 
am.  I  don't  admire  so  much  progress ;  it  drives 
a  man  off  his  legs,  and  wellnigh  off  his  head  too. 
You've  heared  of  this  Hact  as  this  new  Company's 
got  passed  ?  " 

"The  Milford  and  Ashwater?  They're  to  have 
running  powers  over  this  line,  I'm  told." 

"Ay — and  we  shall  have  lots  more  work  hero 
a -signalling,  and  no  more  pay,  I'll  be  bound,  for 
it.  Running  powers  !  I  wish  I'd  my  foot  behind 
some  of  them  directors,  Joe,  I'd  give  'em  some 
running  powers — bless'd  if  I  wouldn't/' 

"  Time's  up,"  said  the  station -master,  issuing 
forth  watch  in  hand.  There  was  the  usual  whistle 
and  shriek,  and  with  a  slow  lumbering  motion  and 
much  panting,  like  an  unwilling  monster,  the  train 
began  its  work  again. 

"  Hold  on  there  !  hold  on ! "  shouted  the  official 
suddenly,  when  they  had  scarcely  yet  got  well 
under  way.  "  Here's  Sir  Francis  coming  down  the 
hill,"  said  he  to  the  porter.  "  Hold  on  ! " 

"  Hold  on ! ''  echoed  Dobbs,  frantically  rushing 
to  the  end  of  the  platform,  and  raising  both  arms 
with  the  due  telegraphic  motion.  Glancing  round, 
he  saw  the  dog -cart  rapidly  ncaring  the  station^ 
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\vitli  the  driver's  arm  raised  in  correspondence. 
Quickened  by  the  thought  of  a  possible  shilling,  ho 
ran  some  fifty  yards  along  the  line,  still  shouting 
and  gesticulating  aftor  the  fast  -retreating  train. 
But  the  wind  was  contrary,  and  Buster  did  not, 
and  the  guard  would  not  hear;  and  Jem  returned 
panting  to  the  platform  to  see  Sir  Francis  jump 
down  at  the  station-door  —  just  one  half-minute  too 
late. 

"How's  this,  Morgan?"  said  he,  as  the  station- 
master  came  forward  to  express  his  regret.  "  Why, 
they're  off  before  their  time  !  " 

"  I  think  not,  Sir  Francis,"  said  Mr  Morgan  re- 
spectfully, glancing  up  at  his  clock.  The  baronet 
drew  out  his  own  watch,  but  it  more  than  confirmed 
the  station-master.  He  was  evidently  a  good  deal 
annoyed,  but  he  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to 
blame  others  for  punctuality. 

11  By  Jove,  Lizzy  !  we're  too  late,  after  all,"  lie 
Raid  in  a  tone  of  vexation  to  a  young  lady  who  had 
ai-cmiipanird  him,  as  he  went  to  help  her  down. 

"  How  very  provoking  !  " 

"I've  been  here  fifty  times  to  meet  this  train, 
and  never  knew  you  all  so  sharp  in  my  life  before," 
said  he,  with  an  attempt  to  smile. 

"  Quite  true,  Sir  Francis,  —  it  is  very  seldom  wo 
are  so  exact  to  time  :   the  train  came  in  early,  and 
had  to  wait  a  minute  or  two,  but  there  was  no  one 
.  you  see,  and  BO  -  " 
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"  Of  course,  of  course,  Morgan.  There's  no  one 
to  blame  but  myself;  but  it's  very  annoying  to 
miss  it  by  so  little.  I  had  an  engagement  I  wished 
especially  to  keep  to-day." 

"  I'm  very  sorry,  I'm  sure,  Sir  Francis,"  said  the 
station-master,  with  a  manner  as  if  he  meant  what 
he  said :  for  Sir  Francis  Hargrave,  if  not  exactly 
popular,  was  generally  respected  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  had  even  once  or  twice  sent  Mr  Morgan 
a  little  present  of  game  in  acknowledgment  of 
polite  services  in  his  department.  But  in  the 
midst  of  explanations  and  apologies  the  station- 
door  opened,  and  another  would-be  passenger  ap- 
peared. It  was  a  young  man  in  the  dress  of  a 
superior  mechanic,  carrying  a  small  bundle. 

"  Train  gone  ?  "  said  he,  almost  breathless. 

"  Just  gone,"  said  Jem,  with  an  emphasis  on  the 
first  word,  as  though  he  congratulated  himself  and 
his  questioner  on  having  timed  it  so  nicely.  There 
:;o  malice,  but  only  a  general  sort  of  civil  mis- 
anthropy on  the  porter's  part  towards  the  general 
public.  He  saw  a  good  deal  of  the  weaker  side  of 
human  nature.  People  were  so  stupid :  coming 
late  for  trains,  as  if  it  was  not  quite  as  easy  for 
those  who  had  all  the  day  before  them  to  be  ten 
minutes  beforehand  us  two  minutes  behind  (he 
should  like  to  know  what  the  company  would  say 
to  him  if  he  was  two  minutes  late  to  signal  in  the 
half-past  five  train  these  blessed  winter  mornings) ; 
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bringing  luggage  with  illegible  addresses,  or  no 
address  at  all;  expecting  it  to  go  all  right,  even 
undrr  the  latter  conditions;  or,  in  cases  where  it 
was  legibly  directed,  duly  labelled,  and  put  out  on 
the  platform,  hovering  over  it  to  his,  Jem  Dobbs's, 
personal  inconvenience  (these  were  commonly  lady- 
passengers),  in  the  evident  belief  that  the  company 
would  make  away  with  it,  leave  it  behind,  or  other- 
wise unlawfully  dispose  of  it,  if  they  were  allowed 
the  slightest  chance.  Then  people  asked  such 
utterly  needless  and  unreasonable  questions  ;  ex- 
pecting him  to  know,  and  to  be  able  to  explain 
to  the  dullest  comprehension  the  time-tables,  not 
only  of  his  own  line,  but  of  every  line  in  or  out  of 
connection  with  it:  to  be  able  to  give  an  exact 
guess,  if  a  train  were  late  in  arrival,  as  to  "  how 
much  longer "  it  would  be ;  and,  to  crown  their 
aggravations,  standing  at  the  carriage-doors  when 
the  train  was  just  starting,  to  give  some  parting 
message  that  might  just  as  well  have  been  given 
ten  minutes  before,  or  insisting  on  kissing  eueh 
other  on  tiptoe  through  the  window. 

"  Gone  !  "  echoed  the  young  man,  with  a  face  of 
ei'nsteniation — "why " 

He  turned  round  to  face  a  slight  girlish  figure 
that  had  entered  close  behind  him. 

"  We're  too  late,"  he  said,—"  too  lai 

"  When  does  the  next  train  go  for  London,  sir?  " 
asked  the  girl  timidly  of  Mr  Morgan.  There  was 
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great  anxiety  in  her  face,  but  she  seemed  the  nioro 
business-like  of  the  two. 

"  There's  none  till  1.25,"  said  the  station-master ; 
"  you'll  have  an  hour  and  a  half  to  wait." 

"Have  you  a  telegraph  here?"  interjected  the 
young  man  rapidly. 

"  Telegraph  ?  no,"  said  Jem,  in  a  tone  which  im- 
plied that  things  were  not  come  to  that  pass  of 
aggravation  yet  at  Wanslip  Road. 

The  girl  meanwhile  was  studying  the  time-table, 
miming  her  finger  nervously  along  the  lines. 

"  The  express  does  not  stop  here,"  she  said. 
"  How  far  is  it  to  Croxton,  sir  ?  it  stops  there. 
Is  there  any  conveyance  to  be  had  that  would 
take  us  on  there  in  time?" 

The  young  man  caught  at  the  idea  eagerty. 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  "  a  fly,  or  gig,  or  anything — it  is 
worth  trying."  And  he  began  to  count  the  coins 
in  a  purse  which  did  not  seem  over-well  filled. 

But  no  conveyance  of  any  kind  was  to  bo  had  at 
the  "  Station  Hotel,"  unless  by  previous  order  from 
the  little  town  of  Wanslip,  which  was  two  miles  off. 

"  It's  no  use — it's  no  use,"  said  the  disappointed 
traveller,  trying  hard  to  suppress  evident  emotion, 
as  he  walked  out  upon  the  platform,  where  the  girl 
quickly  followed  him. 

There  had  been  another  more  interested  spectator 
of  the  scene  than  either  of  the  railway  officials.  The 
young  lady  who  had  accompanied  Sir  Francis  had 
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marked  with  a  woman's  sympathy  tho  look  of  dis- 
tress in  the  face  of  the  girl  (who  might  have  Ix-m 
a  year  or  two  younger  than  herself),  and  was  now 
engaged  in  an  earnest  whisper  with  her  brother — 
for  such  was  the  relationship  between  them. 

The  baronet  turned  round  sharply.  "  Very  well," 
said  he.  And  he  stepped  out  upon  the  platform 
where  the  other  two  were  walking, — the  girl  cling- 
ing to  her  companion's  arm,  and  looking  up  pitifully 
into  his  moody  face.  Sir  Francis  touched  him 
lightly  on  the  shoulder. 

"Is  it  really  important  to  you,  young  man,  to 
catch  this  express  for  London  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,  yes  !  "  said  the  girl,  answering  for 
him,  as  he  turned  round  to  his  questioner  with  a 
somewhat  bewildered  and  half-resentful  expression. 
There  was  nothing  to  resent,  however,  in  Sir 
Francis's  manner,  though  it  was  more  business- 
like than  sympathetic.  Time  and  words  wrn- 
precious. 

"  Jump  into  my  dog-cart,  then,  here  at  the  door, 
and  my  gn^m  will  get  you  to  Croxton  in  time. 
Look  sharp,  Johnson  !  " 

The  porter  caught  the  baronet's  decided  i-mo, 
and  the  groom,  who  was  walking  tin1  mare  about, 
was  summoned  to  the  door  again  bei<>iv  the  young 
man  could  half  understand  the  offer,  or  express  his 
thanks. 

"  Do  you  go  with  him  ?  "  said  Jem  to  the  girl,  as 
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she  handed  up  the  little  bundle  to  her  companion 
already  seated  by  the  groom's  side. 

"  No,  oh  no  !  "  said  she  ;  "  make  haste  !  " 

Sir  Francis  stood  at  the  door  looking  after  the 
dog-cart  for  a  minute  or  so,  as  it  drove  rapidly  off. 
He  had  his  watch  in  his  hand. 

"  She'll  do  it  in  the  time,  Morgan,"  he  remarked, 
as  they  turned  a  corner  out  of  sight.  He  was  more 
interested  in  his  mare's  powers  than  in  the  emer- 
gencies of  a  stranger. 

"  Oh,  will  they,  sir,  do  you  think  ? "  said  the 
young  girl  to  him  appealingly.  Her  eyes  were 
straining  after  them  too. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  they're  safe  to  do  it,"  said  the 
baronet,  looking  at  her  with  some  curiosity.  He 
was  half -amused  and  half- embarrassed  by  her 
earnestness.  He  was  not  much  accustomed  to 
these  appeals  from  "  young  persons  "  in  her  station 
of  life.  But  she  had  a  very  beautiful  face,  he  saw 
iu>w  ;  and  he  had  an  artist's  eye  for  faces. 

"Yes,  he'll  be  in  time,  my — good  girl."  He  had 
almost  said,  "  my  dear  ; "  but  with  a  happy  presence 
of  mind  he  corrected  himself.  Then  lie  walked  bark 
into  the  station  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  her  thanks ; 
for  he  saw  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  he  did  not  care  to 
see  a  woman  cry — even  a  plebeian.  Neither,  to  do 
him  justice,  was  lie  a  man  to  desire  snch  impassioned 
thanks  for  a  mere  good-natured  action.  He  had 
done  it  to  oblige  his  sister ;  but  when  he  saw  how 
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pretty  this  other  girl  was,  lie  felt  very  well  satisfied 
that  he  had  done  her  a  kindness  too. 

"And  what  are  yon  going  to  do  yourself,  Sir 
Francis?"  askfd  Mr  Morgan. 

"  Oh  !  I  should  have  had  to  wait  here,  I  suppose, 
anyhow,  for  the  1.25  train.  We're  going  to  Mouls- 
ford,  and  the  express  wouldn't  help  us — don't  stop 
there,  you  know.  You  won't  mind  waiting  here, 
Li/xy?  It's  a  great  nuisance — I  shall  be  late  for 
that  meeting ;  but,  you  see,  Vernon  will  expect  us 
to  dinner  all  the  same.  I  think  we  ought  not  to 
disappoint  them.  I'll  just  take  a  stroll  about  and 
smoke  a  cigar.  Have  you  a  book  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head.  "I  shall  do  very  well — 
don't  mind  me,  pray." 

"  And  I  must  have  left  the  *  Times  *  in  the  dog- 
cart. How  stupid  of  me  ! " 

"  Here's  to-day's  '  Telegraph,'  miss,"  said  Jem, 
producing  the  paper  from  the  office  window.  "  It 
an't  justly  fit  for  a  lady's  hands,  but  it's  only  the 
ingin  black — perhaps  if  you  was  to  take  your  gloves 
off,  it  wouldn't  hurt."  Jem  had  an  idea  that  tho 
little  hands  would  wash,  but  the  lilac  kids  certainly 
would  not. 

"  Oh,  thank  you !  never  mind.  Now,  you  see, 
Francis,  I'm  quite  provided." 

"  Well,  Mr  Morgan  will  take  cave  of  you,  and  I'll 
look  in."  He  lighted  his  cigar,  and  was  going  out 
at  the  door  opposite  the  platform.  The  girl  who 
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had  accompanied  the  young  traveller  was  still  wait- 
ing in  the  office. 

"  She  wants  to  thank  yon,  Sir  Francis,"  said  the 
station-master,  to  whom  she  had  been  speaking. 
She  came  forward  a  step  or  two,  but  still  seemed 
too  shy  to  address  him. 

He  turned  to  her  good-lmmouredly.  "  Oh  !  it's 
not  worth  mentioning — it  will  do  the  mare  good." 
It  was  wonderful  what  an  expressive  face  this 
young  person  had — and  there  were  tears  in  her 
eyes.  "  Don't  say  a  word,"  he  said,  in  a  very  kind 
tone ;  "  good-bye."  It  was  not  at  all  his  habit  to 
say  good-bye  to  '  young  persons '  he  encountered  on 
railways. 

At  this  moment  a  whistling  scream  was  heard 
in  the  distance,  and  Jem  Dobbs  rushed  frantically 
across  the  office,  and  out  upon  the  platform. 

"Only  the  down  express,  Sir  Francis,"  said 
Morgan,  in  explanation. 

What  is  the  strange  attraction  which  draws  every 
one  to  see  an  express  go  by  ?  It  was  a  question 
which  Jem  Dobbs  would  have  felt  much  relieved  to 
have  got  answered  satisfactorily.  Why  should  lie 
continually  have  not  only  to  shout  and  warn  and 
remonstrate,  but  to  rush  along  the  edge  of  the 
platform  at  his  own  personal  risk,  and*  push  back 
the  curious  fools,  young  and  old,  who  seemed  to  bo 
always  trying  how  near  they  could  stand  without 
the  train  touching  them? 
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It  wafl  no  wonder  that  the  girl,  to  whom  railway 
travelling  was  a  novelty,  should  go  to  the  door  to 
look.  Kvrii  the  more  aristocratic  young  lady  was 
standing  in  the  office  window,  and  Sir  Franc-is  him- 
self turned  and  went  out  to  see.  Certainly  he  had 
the  excuse  of  having  nothing  better  to  do  at  the 
moment. 

"  Take  care  there ! "  shouted  Jem  from  tho 
points,  which  he  had  gone  to  attend  to. 

"  Take  care,"  said  the  baronet.  But  she  was 
careful  enough.  Sir  Francis  did  not  seem  to  be  so 
very  much  interested  in  the  passage  of  the  express, 
after  all,  for  he  turned  his  back  to  it  as  it  came 
roaring  up ;  it  gave  him  the  opportunity,  at  all 
events,  of  looking  into  her  face  again  without  rude- 
ness, as  she  stood  absorbed  in  watching  its  rapid 
approach.  He  dropped  his  cigar  as  he  turned,  and 
reached  to  pick  it  up  almost  at  her  feet.  There 
,\.n  iron  clamp  on  the  platform,  fastening  to- 
gether two  flag-stones  which  were  somewhat  worn. 
More  than  once  Mr  Morgan  had  written  to  head- 
quarters to  advise  their  removal  as  dangerous. 
The  baronet's  heel  tripped  on  this  as  he  recovered 
his  cigar,  and  he  staggered  backwards  right  on  the 
odge  of  the  platform  as  the  train  came  rushing  up. 
Instinctively  he  put  out  his  hand,  and  tho  girl 
clasped  it.  He  was  quite  off  his  balance,  and  tho 
strain  was  almost  too  much  for  her.  There  was  a 
loud  scream — from  the  window,  not  from  her — as 
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for  one  terrible  instant  the  t\vo  swung  together 
almost  over  the  platform,  so  that  the  hindmost 
carriages  brushed  the  person  of  Sir  Francis  as  they 
IK-w  past.  The  girl  held  on  bravely,  though  sho 
was  dragged  a  step  or  two  from  her  position.  The 
station-master  had  rushed  forward  the  moment  ho 
saw  the  peril ;  but  the  whole  scene  passed  instan- 
taneously, and  by  the  time  he  had  grasped  the 
girl's  dress  with  one  hand  the  train  had  passed,  the 
danger  was  over,  and  she  had  fainted  and  fallen  on 
the  rails.  The  fall  was  in  a  measure  broken  by  the 
station-master's  grasp ;  but  when  Sir  Francis,  who 
had  recovered  himself,  by  a  spring  forward,  stooped 
to  assist  her,  the  blood  was  trickling  from  her  fore- 
head, and  she  neither  moved  nor  spoke.  She  had 
struck  her  head  against  the  rail. 

"  Good  heavens !  is  she  killed  ? "  said  he,  in  an 
agony. 

Mr  Morgan  was  calmer.  "  Only  stunned  and 
faint,  sir,  I  think ;  she  did  not  fall  heavily — I  had 
good  hold  of  her." 

The  two  men  lifted  her  carefully  into  the  office, 
and  laid  her  on  the  horsehair  bench,  which  had 
never  been  found  so  convenient.  The  cut  was  not 
severe,  so  far  as  they  could  judge. 

"  Send  at  once  for  the  nearest  surgeon,"  said  the 
baronet. 

"  I  fear  neither  of  us  can  be  spared  here,"  said 
the  station-master;  "but  I'll  step  across  to  the 

s.s. — n.  Q 
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hotel,  and  get  some  one  from  there  to  run  up  to 
Wandip.* 

"  I'll  go  myself,"  said  the  baronet;  "  Lizzy,  vmi 
see  to  her — get  some  water." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  his  sister,  "  go  at  once  ;  there's 
not  much  harm  done,  I  hope. f 

There  came  a  sigh  from  the  patient  as  she  sputa-, 
wh  Mi  the  experience  of  Mr  Morgan  pronounced  an 
excellent  sign.  He  was  so  far  right,  that  before 
Sir  Francis  had  been  gone  many  minutes,  the 
colour  had  partially  come  back  into  her  face,  and 
she  had  once  or  twice  opened  her  eyes.  The  land- 
lady of  the  little  public-house  close  by — dignified 
by  the  name  of  "hotel" — came  in,  and  though  a 
vulgar  fussy  woman,  she  was  some  help  to  the 
others  under  the  circumstances.  She  was  anxious 
to  have  the  patient  carried  over  to  her  parlour,  but 
this  the  station-master  did  not  advise.  "  It's  a  noisy 
place,  miss,"  he  said,  in  an  aside  ;  "  she'll  be  better 
taken  up  to  Wanslip,  after  the  doctor  has  been." 

"Who  is  she,  Mr  Morgan?  Do  you  know  at 
all?"  asked  the  young  lady. 

Mr  Morgan  had  no  idea.  Jem  had  no  idea.  Ho 
had  seen  the  young  man  once  or  twice,  he  thought, 
about  Wanslip  lately,  but  he  was  a  stranger  to  the 
place. 

There  was  consciousness  in  the  eyes  the  next  time 
they  were  opened,  and  they  looked  round  with  a 
mute  and  questioning  distress  at  all  the  strange 
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faces.  Miss  Hargrave  signed  to  Mr  Morgan  and 
Jem,  who  were  hovering  about  and  looking  on  with 
the  kindly  but  troublesome  helplessness  common  to 
their  sex  in  such  emergencies,  to  go  out  of  the  way. 
"  We  shall  manage  very  well  now,"  she  said  to 
them.  "  You  are  to  lie  still,  dear,  and  be  quiet ; 
you've  hurt  yourself." 

Apparently  the  sufferer  gained  confidence  by 
what  she  saw  in  the  gentle  face  which  bent  over 
her.  She  shut  her  eyes  again,  and  lay  quite  still 
for  some  minutes.  Then  she  looked  up  again  and 
askod — "Where  is  my  brother?" 

"  He  is  gone  to  London,  you  know,  dear,  and 
I'm  to  take  care  of  you  till  he  comes  back." 

"  Oh  !  I  remember,"  said  the  girl,  with  a  look  of 
pained  anxiety.  "  Can  I  go  home  now — to  Wans- 
lip,  I  mean?  I  think  I  could  go  now,"  she  said, 
half  raising  herself. 

"  We've  sent  for  something  to  take  you  there — 
it  will  be  here  very  soon,"  said  Lizzy,  with  pious 
falsehood.  "You're  to  be  very  quiet  till  it  comes. 
You  have  had  a  fall,  but  you'll  be  yourself  again  in 
a  very  little  while." 

"I  know— I  know,"  said  the  girl.    "  Was  he  hurt?" 

"  My  brother,  do  you  mean  ?  Oh  no  ;  it  was  you 
that  fell — and  you  saved  his  life,  I  do  believe.  But 
yi  >u  must  not  talk." 

"  Tell  me  the  gentleman's  name — I  asked  the 
.  but  I  was  not  sure  what  he  said." 


100  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  Hargravc — but  never  mind." 

"  Sir  Francis  Hargrave  ?  " 

Lizzy  nodded)  as  much  as  to  decline  talk. 

"Are  you  his  sister?"  said  the  girl,  springing 
half  up,  and  looking  wild  enough,  for  her  hair  had 
come  all  loose  while  they  were  bathing  her  temples. 

"  Yes — but  I'll  tell  you  nothing  if  you  won't  lio 
still." 

"Oh!"  said  the  other,  "forgive  me!  do  forgive 
me  !  Oh,  if  I  had  but  known  !  don't  think  hard  of 
me!"  Her  pleading  was  piteous.  She  was  wan- 
dering, no  doubt,  and  Miss  Hargrave  was  seriously 
alarmed.  But  she  was  a  sensible  girl,  and  kept  her 
presence  of  mind. 

"I'll  go  away,"  said  she,  stoutly,  "if  you  u-fll 
talk." 

"  Say  only  you'll  forgive  me,  whatever  comes  of 
it!"  said  the  sufferer,  seizing  her  hand.  But  there 
was  a  hazy  look  about  the  eyes,  and  her  voice  grew 
weaker.  Lizzy  Hargrave  promised  forgiveness  lav- 
ishly, and  succeeded  at  last  in  calming  her  patient 
so  far  that  she  lay  down  again,  still  holding  tho 
hand  she  had  taken. 

She  lay  quiet  after  this,  and  sank  into  a  doze. 
Miss  Hargrave  sat  and  watched  her,  waiting 
anxiously  for  her  brother's  return  with  the  sur- 
geon. He  was  longer  than  she  had  hoped.  But 
the  patient  was  now  breathing  easily,  and  the 
doze  seemed  to  have  Income  a  sound  sleep,  for 
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the  tightly-clasped  hand  was  relaxed,  and  at  last 
withdrawn  altogether.  She  picked  up  Jem's  'Tele- 
graph,' which  had  dropped  on  the  floor,  and  glanced 
over  its  pages.  There  was  not  much  in  it  to  inter- 
est her,  and  she  began  mechanically,  as  people  will 
do  in  such  cases,  to  read  some  of  the  advertise- 
ments. At  last  she  was  struck  by  one  in  which  a 
familiar  name  appeared. 

"  One  Hundred  Pounds  Reward.  Wanted,  evi- 
"  dence  of  the  marriage  of  Richard  Hargrave  with 
"  Mary  Gordon,  in  or  about  the  year  18 — .  The 
"  marriage  took  place  in  Australia — probably  at 
"  Ballarat.  The  name  of  one  of  the  witnesses  is 
"  supposed  to  have  been  John  Somers,  who  came 
"  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Wanslip,  in  Essex. 
"  Apply  to  R.  H.,  15  Crown  Court,  Clifford's  Inn." 

The  coincidence  of  names  was  at  least  curious, 
and  she  read  it  over  more  than  once.  A  start  from 
the  sleeper,  however,  led  her  to  drop  the  paper 
hastily,  lest  its  rustle  should  disturb  what  she 
hoped  might  prove  the  best  restorative. 

The  surgeon  had  not  been  easily  found ;  but  Sir 
Francis  brought  him  at  last,  as  fast  as  his  horse 
and  "trap"  could  carry  him.  He  would  not  pro- 
nounce a  very  confident  opinion  as  to  the  amount 
of  injury  his  patient  had  sustained.  Tho  rut  wns 
nothing,  and  there  was  no  external  mischief.  Tho 
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symptoms  which  h»»  did  not  like  were  the  outbm>t 
of  wand'-ring  excitement  of  which  Miss  Hargrove 
informed  him,  and  the  subsequent  drowsiness  which 
continued  now,  even  in  spite  of  the  disturbing  pres- 
ence of  so  many  strangers,  of  which  indeed  the  girl 
seemed  only  partially  conscious. 

"She  must  be  taken  home  at  once,  and  put  to 
bed,"  said  he,  "and  we  shall  know  more  about  it 
to-morrow.  You  said  you  had  made  some  arrange- 
ment for  her  conveyance,  I  think,  Sir  Francis  ?  I 
had  better  stay,  perhaps,  and  see  her  safely  landed." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  baronet ;  "  yes,  I  have 
arranged  about  all  that."  He  called  his  sister 
aside,  and  whispered  a  few  words.  Miss  Har- 
grave's  face  brightened,  and  she  quietly  pressed 
her  brother's  hand.  The  three  stood  together  by 
the  fire  in  the  office,  interchanging  an  occasional 
commonplace  remark  in  a  low  tone,  Mr  Morgan 
having  retired  to  his  insatiate  ledgers.  Sir  Francis 
was  thoughtful  and  silent.  For  want  of  some  better 
subject  of  conversation,  his  sister  took  up  the  'Tele- 
graph,' and  pointed  to  the  advertisement  she  had 
noticed.  Her  brother  glanced  at  it,  made  no  re- 
mark, but  after  a  minute  or  two  took  it  up  and  read 
it  again. 

"Curious,  is  it  not?"  said  his  sister. 

"Yes,"  said  the  baronet,  "I've  seen  something 
like  it  before.  It's  an  old  story." 

II-   dropped  the  paper  on  the  ground — indeed  it 
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was  not  tempting  to  handle  more  than  one  could 
help.  Then  ho  turned  and  looked  out  of  the 
window. 

"  Here's  the  carriage  at  last,  thank  heaven  I 
We're  going  to  send  her  up  to  the  Hall  at  once," 
ho  said  to  the  surgeon,  in  brief  explanation  ;  "  she'll 
have  more  chance  there  than  in  her  own  lodgings  ; 
and  Mrs  Hargrave,  as  you  know,  doctor,  is  a  first- 
rate  nurse." 

He  had  found  out,  while  hunting  the  surgeon  up 
and  down  the  little  town  of  Wanslip,  that  two  per- 
sons answering  to  the  description  of  this  young 
man  and  his  sister  had  been  occupying  some  very 
humble  lodgings  there  for  the  last  few  days,  though 
his  informant  did  not  know  their  names. 

The  girl,  still  only  partly  conscious,  was  care- 
fully lifted  into  the  carriage,  in  which  all  necessary 
preparations  had  been  made,  and  Miss  Hargrave 
found  a  corner  there  for  herself.  With  the  surgeon 
seated  011  the  box,  they  set  off  at  once  for  Wanscote 
Hall. 

"  I  shall  wait  here  till  Johnson  comes  back,  Lizxy 
— he  can't  be  long  now.  We  must  give  up  the  Yn- 
nons  to-day,  of  course — you  must  write  and  explain." 

It  was  not   above  three  miles  to  the  Hall,  and  in 

•iian  half  an  hour  the  sufferer  was  safe  in  bed 

in  a  darkened  room,  with   Mrs    Ilur-Tave.  that  aunt 

of  aunts,    as   her    iiii-o-    called    her,    sitting    in    her 

kingdom  by  the  bedside.     ,She  had  seen  plenty  of 
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trouble  of  all  kinds;  but  to  look  at  her  placid 
now,  you  would  have  said  that  in  all  her  life  she 
had  never  even  known  a  care.  Trouble  had  refined, 
not  corroded  her. 


II. 


The  mare  meanwhile  had  covered  her  seven  miles 
easily  within  the  three-quarters  of  an  hour  allowed 
her,  and  Croxton  station  was  reached  before  the 
( -\  press  for  London  came  in  sight.  Johnson,  the 
groom,  had  vainly  tried  to  engage  his  companion 
in  conversation  during  the  drive.  Beyond  reply- 
ing— judiciously  enough  —  to  his  remarks  upon 
Brown  Bess's  good  qualities,  the  young  stranger 
had  been  abstracted  and  silent.  When  he  jumped 
down,  however,  he  thanked  the  man  warmly,  and 
offered  him  a  half-crown. 

The  groom  looked  at  the  money  sheepishly. 
"  \<>.  thank  you,"  said  he  ;  "you're  very  welcome, 
for  my  share  of  it,  sir."  He  added  the  "sir" 
almost  involuntarily. 

"  Take  it,  my  good  fellow,"  said  the  other  ;  '*  this 
lift  may  be  worth  many  half-crowns  to  me." 

But  Johnson  looked  at  the  little  bundle  tied  up 
in  a  handkerchief,  and  thought  there  were  not  many 
half-rrowns'  worth  there,  at  any  rat.-. 

••  Ni«.  >ir,- thank  you,"  ho  said,  not  moving  his 
hand  from  the  reins ;  "  Sir  Francis  wouldn't  like 
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it."  The  man  was  not  selfish  :  not  so  many  men  of 
his  class  are,  as  their  masters  are  apt  to  think. 
"  I  wish  you  a  good  journey,  sir,"  he  added,  as  ho 
turned  round,  "and  I  hope  no  offence." 

"That  chap's  a  gentleman,  I  do  believe,"  said 
the  groom  to  himself,  as  he  drove  round  to  the 
inevitable  "  hotel "  to  wash  out  the  mare's  mouth 
and  his  own  before  returning.  "He  don't  talk 
altogether  like  one,  nor  he  don't  wear  no  gloves, 
but  he's  got  a  gentleman's  ways." 

The  object  of  these  remarks  reached  London  in 
due  course,  thanks  to  Sir  Francis's  help,  not  an 
li« >ur  after  the  train  which  he  had  missed.  Taking 
a  cab  from  the  terminus,  he  drove  straight  down 
to  the  London  Docks. 

"Whereabouts  would  the  Diana  Vemon  lie,  for 
Port  Philip  ?  "  he  inquired  of  the  first  respectable- 
looking  seaman  he  could  find. 

He  was  directed  to  the  vessel  at  once — not  a 
hundred  yards  distant.  She  was  not  off  yet,  then. 
"When  do  you  sail?"  he  asked  a  boy  who  was 
carrying  something  on  board. 

"  At  six  this  evening.     Are  you  a-going  ? " 

"  Xo.  Can  you  tell  me  if  Jack  Winter  is  on 
board?" 

"  Ay ;  he  was,  howsumever,  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
since." 

II<-  brushed  past  the  lad  on  the  narrow  gangway, 
thereby  drawing  out  rather  a  large  oath  from  so 
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small  a  blasphemer,  and  in  another  minute  had  the 
object  of  his  search  pointed  out  to  him.  It  was  a 
bluff  greasy-looking  man,  sitting  on  a  barrel,  with 
a  short  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  apparently  not  over- 
Bober,  to  whom  he  was  directed. 

"Are  you  John  Sorners,  formerly  of  Painter's 
Eidge,  Victoria  ? ''  The  speaker  asked  the  quest  i<  >n 
quickly  and  decidedly,  but  in  a  low  tone  of  void-. 
He  read  the  true  answer  in  the  seaman's  face  in  a 
moment,  greasy  as  it  was.  There  was  no  mistake  ; 
he  had  found  his  man. 

"  Well,"  said  the  person  addressed,  with  an  oath 
and  a  laugh  which  was  not  meant  to  express  plea- 
sure, "you  takes  liberties  with  my  name,  mate. 
Anything  else  as  you'd  like  to  know  ? '' 

"Yes,"  said  the  other  quickly,  "a  good  many 
things,  which  I  think  you  can  tell  me.  You  are 
John  Somers?" 

"  I  an't  called  so  on  board  the  Dirty  Diana ;  you 
can  call  me  so,  if  you  like — or  by  any  other  name, 
if  it  strikes  your  fancy,  youngster."  And  he  stuck 
his  pipe  into  his  mouth  again,  and  his  hands  into 
his  pockets,  with  what  might  have  been  eith< T 
defiance  or  contemptuous  indifference. 

"Look  here,"  said  the  younger  man,  <;  never 
mind  about  the  name — I  may  be  wrong ;  but  I  will 
make  it  worth  your  while  to  listen  to  me,  if  you'll 
p  ashore  anywhere  with  me  for  ten  mimr 

"  You  be  blowod  !"  said  Jack  Winter,  or  Somers; 
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"  we're  off  in  a  hour,  and  I've  no  time  to  listen  to 
your  business."  He  spoke  with  some  hesitation, 
however,  for  lie  saw  the  other's  tremulous  eagerness. 

"  You've  nothing  to  fear  from  me,"  resumed  the 
stranger,  "  and  everything  to  gain.  I  want  you  as 
a  witness  ;  and  I  say  again,  I'll  make  it  worth  your 
while."  And  feeling  nervously  in  the  old  purse, 
he  slipped  something  into  the  sailor's  hand. 

Casting  a  glance  round  the  deck  of  the  vessel  to 
assure  himself  that  no  one  was  watching  them, 
Jack  Somers  looked  into  his  hand  stealthily.  The 
colour  of  what  he  saw  there  was  enough.  Calling 
to  the  boy  as  he  passed,  he  charged  him  to  tell  the 
captain,  if  any  inquiries  were  made,  that  he  should 
be  back  "in  no  time,"  and  motioned  to  his  new 
•oqtuuntance  to  follow  him.  He  led  the  way  to 
one  of  those  common  resorts  for  seamen  which 
abounded  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"Ask  for  a  private  room,  youngster,  if  you'vo 
any  magging  to  do  as  you  don't  want  made  too 
common.  They'll  give  you  a  parlour  if  you  pay 
for  it." 

The  pair  were  soon  seated  in  a  low  close  room, 
redolent  of  stale  tobacco  and  worse  odours. 

••  N"\\.  John  Somers,"  said  the  younger  man  (he 
quietly  assumed  the  identity,  and  the  other  did  not 
n<>\\-  srein  inclined  to  dispute  it),  "you  see  I  know 
you — but  I'll  call  you  Jack  Winter  for  the  present 
if  you  prefer  it.  I've  no  objection,"  he  added,  with 
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a  half-laugh,  "to  a  fancy  name,  if  it  suits  a  ^(--nt  Io- 
nian's purpose  ;  I've  hailed  by  more  than  one  myself 
of  late.  But  you  were  John  Soiners  when  you  saw 
Richard  Freeman  married." 

"  John  Somers  it  was,"  said  the  man  sententious!  y, 
though  with  some  surprise.  He  was  quite  at  his 
ease  now ;  for  whatever  doubtful  points  there  were 
in  his  previous  history,  Richard  Freeman's  name 
was  in  no  way  connected  with  them. 

"  You  saw  him  married  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  did." 

"  You  remember  the  name  of  the — lady  ?  " 

"  Well,  she  wasn't  that  much  of  a  lady ;  but  I 
remember  her  well  enough — Mary  Gordon ;  she 
were  some  sort  of  a  cousin  o'  mine." 

The  young  man  slightly  flushed,  and  spoko 
rapidly. 

"You  witnessed  the  marriage.  Did  you  know 
Richard  Freeman  well?" 

"Better  than  I  know  you." 

"  Was  that  his  real  name?  Did  you  know  him 
go  by  any  other?" 

"Well,  there  was  few  of  us  as  went  by  our 
Sunday  names  out  there,  you  know.  I  don't  sup- 
pose as  his  name  was  Freeman.  I've  heard  ho 
left  another  name  behind  him  in  England.  I  can't 
justly  say  as  I  remember  it." 

"Was  it  Hargrave?" 

"Margrave?    I  do  believe  it  was!    I've  got  a 
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paper  somewhere  as  he  gave  me  to  keep,  with  his 
marriage  lines  on,  and  I  count  that's  the  name  as 
is  on  it." 

''You've  got  his  marriage  certificate?  Then  it's 
worth  a  hundred  pounds  to  you,  my  good  fellow, 
that's  all,  if  you'll  come  with  me,"  said  the  younger 
man,  excitedly. 

"  The  devil  it  is  !  Are  you  in  sober  earnest,  mate, 
or  have  you  been  a-lushing  it  ?  " 

The  other  hastily  drew  out  a  small  pocket-book, 
and  produced  a  scrap  cut  from  a  newspaper.  It 
was  the  same  advertisement  which  had  attracted 
.M;-s  Hargrave's  attention  at  the  station. 

"Who'll  go  bail  for  the  truth  of  this  here?" 
asked  Jack  Somers,  prudently. 

"  If  you'll  come  with  me  at  once  to  my  lawyer's, 
and  bring  the  paper  you  spoke  of,  and  tell  him 
what  you've  told  me,  you  shall  have  part  of  the 
money  down,  and  the  rest  when  you  give  your 
evidence." 

"I  don't  like  lawyers,"  said  Jack,  shaking  his 
h»-ad.  "I  allus  give  them  sort  as  wide  a  berth  as 
n." 

"  If  your  story  be  true — as  I  have  no  doubt  it  is, 
mind — I'll  make  it  two  hundred." 

••  You're  flush  of  your  promises,  youngster.  Now 
let  me  ax  you  a  question — you've  ax«-d  m<-  a  pretty 
many.  What's  Dick  Freeman,  or  whati-viT  his 
name  might  be,  to  you?" 
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"  He  was  my  father,"  said  the  young  man. 

"D — me  if  yon  don't  favour  him,  now  I  look 
at  you !  You've  a  considerable  spice  of  his  way.s 
about  you,  too.  Well,  Dick  was  a  good  pal  to  me  ; 
I  liked  Dick.  And  you're  Dick's  son?  I  don't 
know  as  I'd  ha'  gone  near  a  lawyer  again,  of  my 
free  will,  for  the  chance  of  the  hun'red  pounds  you 
talk  about ;  Imt  I  wore  always  a  soft  chap,  and  I'll 
go  with  you,  if  I  miss  my  trip.  You'll  have  to  see 
me  through  with  the  cap'n,  mind  you — you  and 
your  lawyer- chap.  He's  good  for  that  much,  I 
suppose  ? " 

The  two  men  got  into  a  Hansom,  and  drovo 
rapidly  to  a  small  court  near  Clifford's  Inn.  They 
were  shown  into  a  room  almost  as  close  and  dingy 
as  that  which  they  had  left.  Mr  Brent,  tin-  lawyer, 
whom  they  found  there  sitting  at  his  desk,  went 
far  to  justify,  in  his  outward  appearance,  Jack 
Somers's  prejudice  against  the  profession  generally. 
This  prejudice,  however,  it  is  only  fair  to  say,  was 
founded  on  certain  personal  experiences  not  of  a 
favourable  kind,  connected  with  what  he  himself 
termed  "  a  spree  on  shore,"  but  which  was  known 
in  the  jargon  of  the  law  as  "  assault  and  battery," 
and  which  had  led  to  his  shipping  himself  on  board 
the  Diana  under  his  present  alias.  Ho  had  been 
assured,  however,  in  the  course  of  his  drive  from 
the  Docks,  that  the  law  at  present  had  no  terrors 
for  him,  but  rather  a  prospect  of  considerable  ad- 
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vantage ;  so  that  when  ho  was  presented  to  Mi- 
Brent  by  his  lawful  surname,  he  made  no  difficulty 
on  the  point. 

"  So  we've  got  our  witness,  Mr  Hargrave,"  said 
the  lawyer,  when  the  introduction  had  been  duly 
made.  "  I  knew  Furritt  was  right.  Never  knew 
him  fail,  sir, — that  is,  when  properly  paid.  Always 
pay  a  man  well,  Mr  Hargrave,  when  you  want  your 
work  well  done.  That's  a  maxim  of  mine.  I'm 
sure  you'll  agree  with  me,  Mr  Somers  ?  " 

Jack  Somers  indicated  his  assent  to  so  sound 
a  principle. 

"  You'll  be  well  paid  for  your  work,  sir,  as  you'll 
find  ;  it's  Mr  Margrave's  wish — excuse  me  if  I  call 
you  so  for  the  present,"  he  added,  turning  to  the 
younger  man — "  it's  Mr  Hargrave's  expressed  wish 
to  act  in  the  whole  of  this  business  on  the  most 
liberal  principles.  Do  I  represent  you  correctly, 
sir?" 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  one  whom  the  lawyer  called 
Hargrave,  in  a  tone  of  some  impatience.  "  But  wo 
have  no  time  to  lose,  Mr  Brent;  the  vessel  of  which 
Mr  Somers  is  mate  sails  this  evening." 

"  She  must  sail  without  Mr  Somers,  then,  my 
dear  sir ;  we  cannot  possibly  spare  him,  now  wo 
have  him.  The  law  must  lay  an  embargo  on  you, 
Mr  Somers.  But  we'll  make  that  all  right,"  said 
the  lawyer,  as  he  saw  signs  of  restlessness  on  tlio 
sailor's  part.  "  I'll  send  down  my  clerk  at  once." 
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He  rang  the  bell,  and  gave  his  instructions  to  a 
squinting  young  man  who  answered  it.  "We'll 
serve  a  subpcena  on  you  in  due  form  in  the  course 
of  the  evening,"  he  continued;  "we  could  not  part 
with  you,  sir,  on  any  account:  and,  as  I  observed 
just  now,  you  will  be  more  than  satisfied  for  any 
inconvenience.  He  knows  of  the  reward,  Mr  Har- 
grave?" 

"  I  knows,"  said  Somers,  with  a  wave  of  his 
hand,  perhaps  implying  that  such  things  were 
not  necessary  to  discuss  between  gentlemen — "  I 
knows ;  but  I'm  not  sure  I'd  ha'  come  here  at  all, 
but  as  he  says  he's  a  son  of  Dick  Freeman's.  I 
liked  Dick."  " 

"  You  witnessed  the  marriage  of  Richard  Freeman 
— we'll  call  him  so,  you  know — with  Mary  Gordon, 
in  March  18 — ?"  said  the  lawyer,  referring  to  some 
notes. 

"  Month  o'  March,  was  it  ?  Well,"  he  said,  after 
some  calculations  of  his  own  personal  movcnn -nts, 
"  I  pritty  well  think  it  was ;  leastways,  when  they 
\\vre  marrii-d,  I  saw  the  job  done,  that's  sartain. 
And  I  promised  Dick  I'd  remember  it." 

"At  Ballarat,  were  they  married?" 

"  Quite  right,"  said  Jack. 

"  There  was  a  fire  there,  some  two  or  three  years 
aft.T  V  The  wooden  chuivh  was  burnt  ?  " 

"  The  whole  town  were  burnt,  as  you  may  say." 

"Then  the  registers  were  burnt.     It's  all 
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it's  all  right,"  said  the  lawyer,  eagerly ;  "that 
corresponds  exactly  with  Furritt'a  information. 
Capital  fellow,  Furritt ;  never  wrong.  Mr  Somers, 
you're  the  man  that  has  given  us  a  deal  of  trouble 
• — and  expense ;  but  we're  very  glad  to  see  you. 
You're  the  l  missing  link/  Mr  Somers,  that  we  read 
about  in  the — in  the " 

Mr  Brent  was  not  sure  it  was  in  the  Scriptures. 
In  his  natural  exultation  at  having  caught  his 
witness,  he  was  wandering  out  of  the  safe  paths 
of  law  into  the  thorny  thickets  of  literature ;  so 
he  wisely  pulled  up  with  a  cough  which  covered 
his  retreat. 

There  was  no  doubt,  however,  that  they  had  got 
the  very  man  they  had  long  been  looking  for,  and 
that  Mr  Furritt,  of  the  "  Private  Inquiry"  Office,  had 
done  his  work  quite  successfully.  The  particulars 
of  the  sailor's  evidence  were  very  soon  committed 
to  writing  by  Mr  Brent,  read  over,  and  duly  signed 
with  Jack  Somers's  mark. 

"  Most  complete  case,"  said  the  lawyer  :  "  I  don't 
suppose  Sir  Francis  will  go  into  court  against  it. 
^Vve  got  the  marriage  certificate,  the  only  sur- 
viving witness  in  person,  the  baptism  certificates; 
in  fact,  there's  not  even  a  legal  doubt.  I  propose 
t<>  re« .pen  negotiations  \\itli  the  other  party  at  once. 
Compromises  are  against  our  interests,  of  course, 
but  as  an  honest  lawyer  I  always  iveommeiid  them, 
especially  in  family  eases,  you  know,  Mr  Hargrave 
— ir.  H 
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— especially  in  family  cases,  where  feelings  have  to 
be  considered.     Mr  Seniors  will  stay  with  you,  <»r 
we  may  easily  find  him,  I  conclude?" 

Young  Hargrave  had  drawn  out  his  pocket-book, 
and  had  a  hank-note  in  his  hand. 

"Here,  Somers,"  he  said,  "there's  the  fifty  I 
promised  down.  It's  about  the  last  of  the  lot, 
Mr  Brent,"  he  added,  with  a  half -bitter  laugh. 
"  They  were  hard  got.  I  hope  they  won't  bo 
wasted." 

"  You  hand  this  to  me  in  trust  for  Mr  Somers," 
said  Brent,  looking  significantly  at  the  younger 
man,  and  arresting  the  note  on  the  way  across  the 
table.  "  This  is  in  part  payment  of  the  reward 
offered,  and  I  am  authorised  to  hand  it  over  to 
Mr  Somers  immediately  on  his  evidence  being 
given  in  court  to  the  effect  of  this  disposition?" 

"You're  a  precious  cunning  old  duffer,  yon 
said  Jack  Somers.  "Suppose  I  says  as  I  won't 
squeak  till  you  hands  me  that  over — eh?  two  can 
play  at  hold-fast,  I'd  have  you  remember.  But  if 
there's  any  slice  o'  luck  coming  to  Dick  Freeman's 
son,  as  I  count  there  is  from  your  talk,  I  ani't  tho 
man  to  baulk  him  of  it.  You  may  keep  the  flimsy 
till  I  axes  for  it,  lawyer ;  mind  it  don't  stick  to 
your  fingers,  though.  And  now,  Mr  Hargrave,  I'm 
getting  dry." 

Ilai-ravc  was  considerably  embarrassed  what  to 
do  with  his  witness,  now  he  had  caught  him.  He 
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looked  at  his  legal  adviser  in  some  dismay;  but 
that  gentleman,  in  no  way  offended  by  the  sailor's 
uncomplimentary  address,  after  quietly  securing 
the  note,  recommended  them  both  to  a  house  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood,  where  he  assured 
them  they  would  find  every  accommodation  in  the 
way  of  board  and  lodging.  He  called  young  Har- 
grave  aside  before  they  parted. 

"  I  think,  with  all  submission,  Mr  Hargravo,  I'd 
keep  him  within  reach,  though  I  don't  think  he's 
inclined  to  bolt ;  but  safe's  safe,  you  know.  And 
I  propose  to  go  down  myself  to-morrow  or  next  day 
to  make  a  last  offer  to  Messrs  Hunt,  Sir  Francis's 
people.  They'll  listen  to  reason  now,  if  they  are 
the  wise  men  they  pass  for." 

"  I  don't  want  hard  terms,  Mr  Brent,  remember  : 
I  don't  seem  to  make  you  understand  the  one  thing 
I  (are  for — establishing  the  marriage.  I  won't 
forego  my  rights  in  one  way  ;  but  it's  not  a  matter 
of  money  with  me,  remember  that.  I  want  no 
accounts  of  the  estate,  as  you  call  them,  or  arrears 
of  any  kind.  It's  hard  enough  on  him  as  it  is." 

"  Pooh  !  he  had  enough  of  his  mother's,  without 
the  baronetcy.  The  Wanscote  estates  are  not 
above  half  his  income." 

"  So  imu-h  the  better.  But  I  want  no  back- 
reckonings — let  by-gones  be  by-gones." 

"  You  really  arc  the  most  unreasonably  reasonable 
client  that  I  ever  fell  in  with  in  the  course  of  my 
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profession,"  said  Mr  Brent ;  "  however,  they  ran 
hardly  fail  to  close  at  once  with  such  terms  as  you 
insist  on  offering;  except  that  your  very  liberality 
ini^ht  seem,  perhaps — we  lawyers  are  suspicious, 
you  will  say — to  imply  a  doubt  of  the  strength  of 
our  case." 

"  You  don't  think  there  is  any  doubt  ?  " 

"  Not  a  shadow.  I'm  risking  a  good  deal  on  its 
validity,  you  know,  Mr  Hargrave  ;  if  I  don't  call 
you  '  Sir  Richard,'  it's  merely  that  I  don't  wish  to 
seem  obtrusive." 

"  You  don't  risk  much,"  said  Hargrave,  bluntly. 

"  Time  and  brains  are  money,  sir.     And  the  > 
remember,  was  not  so  promising  when  our  terms 
were  made.     I'm  getting  an  old  man,  too,  and  your 
annuity  won't  have  to  run  over  many  years." 

"  I'm  not  grudging  you  what  I  agreed  to — not  at 
all.  We'll  look  in  to-morrow,  shall  we  ?  " 

"Early,  if  you  please — or  rather,  this  evening. 
I'll  get  this  Mr  Somers's  evidence  into  proper 
shape;  and  to-morrow,  as  I  said,  I  shall  go  d«.\vn 
to  Wanslip." 


III. 


Wlion  Sir  Francis  Hargrave  reached  home,  he 
found  the  medical  report  of  tho  patient  not  wholly 
satisfactory.  Kvolved  from  the  professional  cloud 
in  which  the  surgeon  thought  fit  to  wrap  his  infor- 
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mat  ion,  the  plain  truth  was  that  he  feared  some 
injury  to  the  brain.  The  baronet  was  very  urgent, 
first,  that  further  advice  should  be  had ;  and 
secondly,  that  the  surgeon  should  not  leave  the 
house  for  the  present :  and  when  the  first  was 
pronounced  wholly  unnecessary,  and  the  second  all 
but  impossible,  seeing  that  there  were  cases  in  and 
about  Wanslip  which  were  considered  quite  as  in- 
teresting by  the  parties  immediately  concerned,  Sir 
Francis  reluctantly  compromised  matters  by  getting 
from  him  a  promise  to  return  that  evening  to  the 
hall  to  dine  and  sleep.  A  tete-cl-tete  dinner  with  Mr 
M'Farlane  was  rather  a  high  price  to  pay  as  a  re- 
tainer for  his  services,  no  doubt ;  but  in  his  present 
mood,  the  owner  of  Wanscote  was  inclined  to  bo 
liberal. 

"  Kest  and  quiet  are  worth  all  the  doctors  in  the 
world  for  the  next  four  hours,"  said  M'Farlane,  hon- 
estly ;  "  and  I'll  be  with  you  at  seven,  if  that  case 
goes  at  all  as  it  should." 

He  returned  in  due  course,  and  pronounced  his 
patient  to  be  going  on  admirably  ;  in  fact,  he  found 
her  comfortably  asleep.  The  dinner  passed — so 
well,  that  the  surgeon,  who  had  never  dined  at 
Wanscote  before,  even  pronounced  the  baronet  in 
his  heart  to  be  "  not  a  bad  fellow  ; "  a  large  conces- 
sion on  his  part,  since  he  had  imbibed  the  modern 
din-trine  that  peers  and  bishops  and  baronets,  and 
suchlike,  were  utter  anachronisms  in  ail  age  of 
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realities.  He  enjoyed  his  dinner  and  his  wine  nono 
the  less,  rather  the  more ;  it  was  diverting  some 
small  part  of  capital  to  the  interests  of  labour.  He 
was  leisurely  sipping  his  coffee  with  the  same 
pleasurable  feeling,  and  Sir  Francis  had  taken  out 
his  watch,  and  begun  an  apology  about  having 
letters  to  write  which  would  oblige  him  to  leave 
Mr  M'Farlane  to  amuse  himself  for  an  hour  or  so, 
when  a  message  from  Mrs  Hargrave  summoned  the 
surgeon  up-stairs. 

The  patient  had  awoke,  at  first  apparently  much 
revived,  and  perfectly  sensible.  She  had  asked 
with  some  natural  surprise  where  she  was,  and 
when  informed,  had  begged  in  a  very  excited 
manner  to  be  allowed  to  see  Miss  Hargrave  alone. 
The  elder  lady  had  humoured  her,  but  had  re- 
entered  the  room  very  soon  on  a  slight  excuse, 
entertaining  a  prudent  suspicion  that  it  might  bo 
desirable,  for  the  patient's  sake,  to  cut  such  an 
interview  short,  if  she  continued  to  betray  excite- 
ment. The  result  seemed  quite  to  justify  the  in- 
terruption ;  for  she  found  her  niece  in  a  sad  state 
of  bewilderment.  The  girl  was  now  insisting  on 
getting  up,  and  returning  to  what  she  called  her 
home,  after  puzzling  poor  Lizzy  with  fresh  entrea- 
ties for  forgiveness  for  some  imaginary  wrong. 
Yet  there  was  more  than  method  in  her  madness,  if 
such  it  was.  She  inquired  anxiously  whether  her 
brother  had  caught  his  train  to  London,  showing  a 
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pn-feet  recollection  of  all  the  circumstances  of  his 
journey.  They  did  not  know  at  all  how  to  deal 
with  her,  and  Mr  M'Farlane  was  requested  to  give, 
his  advice. 

The  surgeon  felt  her  pulse,  and  asked  the  ordi- 
nary questions. 

"  You  think  I  am  wandering,  sir,"  said  she ;  "  I 
know  I  am  not.  I  was  shaken  a  good  deal,  but  I 
am  quite  recovered  now.  I  can  walk  to  Wanslip 
quite  well,  or  you  can  send  something  for  me,  as 
it  is  so  late — but  I  cannot  stay  here.  Pray,  pray, 
don't  keep  me  ! " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  you  are  in  my  hands  now, 
if  you  please.  I'm  absolute  here — monarch  of  all 
I  survey — and  I  can't  allow  you  to  leave  this  room 
to-night.  But  I'll  do  anything  else  for  you,  and  I 
daresay  you'll  be  well  enough  to  go  to-morrow. 
Can  I  write  to  any  one  for  you,  or  do  anything  for 
you  in  Wanslip?  Would  you  liko  any  of  your 
friends  sent  for?" 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  girl,  "  if  I  only  knew  where 
to  write  to  for  him.  I'm  not  sure  of  his  address." 

"  Well,  let  it  all  alone  till  to-morrow ;  you'll  bo 
better  then.  I'll  give  you  something  now  that  will 
d«  >  you  good." 

He  went  out  of  the  room  with  Miss  Hargrave, 
leaving  the  elder  lady  still  in  attendance. 

"She's  got  si »mrthing  on  her  mind,"  said  lie. 
pulse  is  all  right,  and  she's  rational  enough. 
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The  cut  on  the  temple  is  quite  superficial.  It's 
c»n  her  mind,  and  she  may  worry  herself  ill.  Per- 
haps she  said  something  to  you?" 

Miss  Hargrave  hesitated.  Her  own  idea  had 
1  »•••!)  that  this  strange  girl  had  escaped  from  a 
lunatic  asylum,  but  that  her  brother,  or  husband,  or 
whatever  he  was,  would  hardly  in  that  case  have 
left  her  so  unceremoniously  at  the  station.  "  She 
has  l)eon  talking  to  me  rather  strangely,"  she 
replied  ;  but  she  had  a  delicacy  in  repeating  all 
that  had  passed. 

"Well,  we'll  give  her  a  composing  draught  to- 
night— quite  innocent — but  it's  not  a  case  for  medi- 
cine. She's  in  trouble,  poor  thing." 

There  was  a  complaint  called  love,  which  admit- 
ted of  all  manner  of  complications,  and  for  which 
there  was  no  known  remedy  in  the  old  or  new 
pharmacopoeia  —  nuttis  medicabilis  herbis,  as  Mr 
M'Farlane  said  when  he  found  himself  in  classical 
company,  quoting  the  Latin  grammar  of  his  boy- 
hood. He  had  not  the  smallest  doubt  in  his  own 
mind  that  this  was  a  virulent  case  of  the  disease, 
but  he  was  not  quite  sure  whether  he  could  venture 
upon  a  joke  on  that  subject  with  a  baronet's  sister. 
Was  the  young  man  whom  she  called  her  brother, 
any  brother  at  all  ?  Had  they  run  away  together, 
and  had  she  or  he  repented?  Well,  he  was  not 
called  upon  to  settle  these  questions.  He  went 
down  to  the  drawing-room,  but  Sir  Francis  was  still 
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in  his  library,  and  Miss  Hargrave  soon  pleaded 
fatigue  and  retired.  So  Mr  M'Farlane,  having  had 
a  long  day's  work  and  a  good  dinner,  and  never 
being  over-fond  of  his  own  company,  wished  himself 
good-night,  and  went  off  to  bed. 

There  was  nothing  whatever  to  detain  him  the 
next  morning.  Beyond  a  trifling  scar  on  the  fore- 
head, his  patient  was  none  the  worse  for  the 
accident.  Sir  Francis  begged  him  to  call  again  ; 
but  it  was  not  without  remonstrance — he  was  very 
honest  in  his  work — that  he  consented  to  look  in 
the  next  day.  The  girl's  excitement  had  consider- 
ably subsided,  and  the  evident  pain  which  Lizzy 
Hargrave  showed  whenever  she  talked  of  leaving 
the  Hall  without  the  surgeon's  permission — which 
that  young  lady  had  privately  begged  him  not  to 
give — seemed  to  have  overcome  in  some  degree  her 
reluctance  to  remain.  Her  protest  grew  more 
I'ceMe,  and  the  tears  she  shed  now  were  rather  those 
of  gratitude  to  her  kind  hostesses  than  of  distress. 

Miss  Hargrave  was  perhaps  rather  of  an  impul- 
sive nature.  She  had  been  her  brother's  companion 
from  her  earliest  years,  and  could  hardly  be  said  to 
;i  friend  of  her  own  sex.  It  might  be  these 
circumstances,  combined  with  a  little  love  of  pat- 
rniiago,  which  made  her  take  so  very  decided  a 
fiincy  to  this  stranger,  moving  apparently  in  so 
totally  different  a  sphere  from  her  own. 

There  was  something  specially  attractive  about 
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the  girl,  too.  She  had  not  all  the  con  vent  imml 
manners  of  polished  society,  it  was  true ;  but  she 
had  been  brouglit  up,  as  Mrs  Hargrave  soon 
gathered  from  her,  in  Australia — and  the  probable 
manners  and  customs  of  society  there  left  a  largo 
margin  for  allowances.  In  gentleness  and  delicacy 
of  feeling,  which  are  the  same  in  one  continent  as 
the  other,  the  guest  was  the  equal  of  her  enter- 
tainers—  in  intelligence,  certainly  not  their  in- 
ferior. 

"  She  is  a  very  remarkable  girl,  this  Miss  Free- 
man," said  Mrs  Hargrave,  after  a  long  conversation 
in  the  drawing-room  on  the  first  occasion  of  her 
appearance  there. 

"  She's  a  darling,"  said  the  more  enthusiastic 
and  less  logical  Lizzy.  "  What  do  you  think, 
Francis?" 

What  the  brother  thought  he  did  not  say.  In- 
deed, he  had  said  very  little  the  last  two  days.  But 
in  the  evening,  when  they  were  assembled  a  pi  in, 
the  talk  happened  to  turn  upon  Australian  scenery. 
A  casual  remark  made  by  their  young  guest  be- 
trayed that  she  had  some  of  the  tastes,  at  least,  of 
an  artist.  Water-colours  were  Sir  Francis's  passion, 
and  lie  had  a  very  fair  share  of  skill  in  that  accom- 
plishment. He  did  what  he  could  not  alwa 
induced  to  do  to  oblige  his  visitors — he  went  to  the 
library,  and  produced  a  portfolio  of  rough  but  vi-ry 
clever  sketches.  People  were  generally  so  stupid, 
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as  lie  said — pretending  to  admire  what  they  knew 
nothing  at  all  about.  But  it  was  not  so  this  even- 
in--.  The  admiration  of  his  new  friend  was  very 
quiet  and  subdued  ;  but  the  few  remarks  she  made 
vere  quite  enough,  to  the  ear  of  the  initiated,  to 
hi -tray  a  very  considerable  proficiency  in  the  art. 

"  Oh  !  show  her  that  pretty  sketch  you  made  for 
me  of  the  two  ponies,"  said  Lizzy ;  "  that's  the  best 
of  all." 

He  turned  over  the  portfolio,  and  found  what  she 
wanted.  "  It's  a  wretched  thing,  Lizzy,  as  I've 
often  told  you,"  he  said,  as  he  threw  it  out. 

"  I  like  the  rougher  sketches  better,"  remarked 
Miss  Freeman,  quietly,  after  a  glance  at  it ;  for  she 
was  evidently  expected  to  say  something. 

"Exactly,"  said  the  baronet,  turning  it  on  its  back 
— "  you  are  quite  right ;  I  can't  draw  animals — I 
always  wish  I  could.  You  are  quite  right — and 
honest.  I  daresay  you  can  do  a  great  deal  better 
than  these  things. 

"My  father  was  considered  to  draw  well,"  she 
replied  ;  "  and  he  took  great  pains  with  me — at  one. 
time  ;  and  I  was  very  fond  of  it — that's  all." 

She  seemed  to  speak  under  very  great  restraint, 
and  Sir  Francis,  with  the  tact  of  a  gentleman,  soon 
put  the  drawings  away.  He  tried  to  draw  her  into 
conversation  on  other  subjects,  but  she  became  very 
silent,  and  soon  asked  leave  to  retire. 

Sir  Francis  had  obtained  more  particulars  about 
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his  guest  than  the  rest  of  his  household  were  awaro 
of.  He  had  found  out  the  widow  with  whom  young 
Freeman  and  his  sister  had  been  lodging  at  Wans- 
lip  for  the  last  four  or  five  days,  and  had  perfectly 
satisfied  himself  as  to  their  entire  respectability, 
to  say  the  least.  He  had  also  ascertained  that 
the  young  man  had  been  searching  registers,  and 
making  very  particular  inquiries  as  to  the  Hargravo 
family.  The  advertisement  which  had  caught  his 
s  1st  IT'S  eye  had  brought  to  his  recollection  an  old 
report,  to  which  his  legal  advisers  gave  no  credence 
whatever,  of  a  marriage  contracted  by  a  deceased 
uncle  in  Australia,  and  of  a  claim  set  up,  or  pro- 
posed to  be  set  up,  by  the  children  of  such  marriage, 
to  the  baronetcy  and  the  Wanscote  estates.  But 
this  story  had  been  set  afloat  a  few  months  after  his 
own  succession  to  the  estate,  now  fully  three  years 
ago,  and  the  matter  would  hardly  have  been  allowed 
to  sleep  so  long,  had  the  claim  rested  on  any  plaus- 
ible foundation.  Richard  Hargrave,  an  elder  brother 
of  Sir  Francis's  father,  at  a  time  when  his  own  pros- 
pects of  succession  seemed  utterly  remote,  had  gone 
off  to  the  colonies  (to  the  considerable  relief  of  his 
relatives)  and  had  died  there.  He  had  formed  a 
discreditable  connection  in  England  before  he  left, 
and  very  probably  the  woman  had  followed  him  to 
Queensland,  and  passed  herself  off  as  his  wife ;  but 
that  he  had  any  legitimate  In-irs  was  highly  impro- 
bable. Were  these  Freeiuans  the  claimants'/  fcir 
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Francis  had  oven  taken  the  trouble  to  call  on  his 
lawyers,  and  draw  their  attention  to  the  repetition 
of  the  old  advertisement  in  the  newspapers.  Mi- 
Hunt,  the  shrewd  old  senior  partner,  laughed. 

"It's  old  Brent  at  it  again;  I  know  by  the  address. 
He's  getting  money  out  of  some  poor  devil,  but  ho 
can  have  no  case.  Mr  Richard  Hargrave  had  a 
natural  son,  no  doubt — possibly  two  or  three ;  but 
he  never  married  that  woman,  unless  it  was  within 
six  months  of  his  death.  And  that  would  be  per- 
fectly immaterial  to  us,  you  know,  Sir  Francis." 

Mr  Hunt  was  the  family  adviser  and  friend  of 
many  years,  and  his  voice  was  to  the  young  baronet 
as  the  voice  of  an  oracle.  It  was  rather  disagreeable, 
however,  even  this  shadow  of  a  claim  ;  more  esp«-ei- 
ally  if,  as  he  began  strongly  to  suspect,  lie  had  one 
of  the  claimants  now  in  his  house,  connected  with 
him  by  this  new  and  singular  obligation.  He  would 
like  exceedingly  to  do  something  for  this  young 
man  and  his  sister,  and  it  would  interfere  very 
unpleasantly  with  his  intentions  if  they  or  their 
advisers  should  be  inclined  to  regard  his  offer  in 
the  light  of  a  bribe  or  a  compromise.  The  baronet 
was  in  a  very  uncomfortable  state  of  mind  altogether 
— a  fact  which  did  not  entirely  escape  his  aunt's 
observation.  He  treated  his  reluctant  ^iicst  with 
scrupulous  kindness  and  attention,  but  lie  left  her 
entertainment  almost  entirely  in  the  hands  of  his 
sister  and  Mrs  Hargrave.  Miss  Freeman  had  so  far 


126  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOP." 

virl<lr<l  to  that,  lady's  arguments  as  to  consent  to 
remain  lit  Wanscote.  until  lier  brother  returned  from 
London  ;  and  Sir  Francis  had  left  instructions  at 
Wunslip  that  the  latter,  on  his  arrival,  should  ba 
fully  informed  of  his  sister's  whereabouts,  and  the 
circumstances  which  had  brought  her  to  Wans- 
cote; or  that  any  communication  received  from 
him  should  be  forwarded  to  the  Hall  at  once  by 
special  messenger. 

"You  pain  us  all  considerably,  Miss  Freeman," 
he  said  to  her,  on  almost  the  only  occasion  they 
happened  to  be  left  alone,  "  by  your  extreme  eager- 
ness to  leave  us ;  but  you  have  the  right,  and  we 
submit." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  seem  so  ungrateful  —  in- 
deed I  am." 

"Nay,  excuse  me,  it  is  not  a  question  of  grati- 
tude on  your  pail ;  and  that's  just  what  I  can't 
understand.  Philosophers  tell  us  (and  I  am  cynic 
enough  to  believe)  that  people  hate  the  sight  of 
those  who  have  laid  them  under  an  obligation  ;  so 
that,  if  /  were  anxious  to  get  rid  of  you,  it  would 
be  all  quite  in  accordance  with  our  delightful 
human  nature.  But  when  a  man  has  done  another 
a  real  service,  it  is  said  he  feels  kindly  disposed 
to  him — feels  a  sort  of  property  in  him,  you  sec — 
ever  afterwards.  I  suppose  the  rule  don't  apply  to 
a  woman." 

It  was  difficult  to  say  whether  he  spoke  more  in 
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jest  than  in  earnest,  though  it  was  with  a  laugh  of 
badinage  that  he  uttered  the  words,  and  he  looked 
out  of  the  window  as  he  spoke.  She  made  no  im- 
mediate reply ;  and  when  he  turned  round  he  felt 
sure  she  was  in  tears,  though  she  held  her  face 
down  close  over  some  pretence  of  work  which  Lizzy 
had  found  for  her. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  gently — "  really, 
I  beg  your  pardon ;  there  is  something  I  do  not 
understand  about  it  all,  I  see.  I  am  very  unlucky. 
I  won't  say  anything  more  on  the  subject.  When 
you  get  back  to  your  own  friends,  perhaps  you  will 
so  far  forgive  me  as  to  let  me  know  if  there  is  any 
possible  way  in  which  I  can  further  your  brother's 
views  in  life.  I  owe  him  nothing,  you  know,"  he 
added,  laughing,  "  so  perhaps  he  won't  be  proud ; 
indeed,  /  did  something  for  him.11 

"Oh  !  you  have  all  been  most  kind  to  us  from  the 
first — that  makes  it  so — so " 

"  So  very  disagreeable  ?  " 

She  was  only  a  girl  of  nineteen,  though  her  self- 
dependent  life  had  given  her  much  of  the  experi- 
ence of  a  woman ;  and  the  absurdity  of  the  con- 
clusion made  her  laugh,  just  a  little  laugh,  in  spite 
of  her  ival  distress.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had 
il«>iie  moiv  than  smile. 

11'-  eame  nearer  tu  her,  and  sp..ke  earnestly  and 
quietly  enough. 

••  I>  it  because  we  are  rich  and  you  are  poor,  that 
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you  should  be  too  proud  to  accept  our  gratitude? 
Is  that  unite  as  it  should  be?" 

"No,"  said  the  Australian,  looking  him  full  in 
the  face  for  a  moment — "no — it's  not  that,  Sir 
Francis ;  I've  seen  men  living  like  princes  one 
wiM-k  and  beggars  the  next.  I  don't  think  very 
much  of  money.  I've  known  what  it  is  to  want 
it,  too — a  want  I  suppose  you  cannot  even  under- 
stand. But  money's  a  miserable  thing — a  miser- 
able thing,  I  mean,  for  people  to  quarrel  about." 

He  thought  he  began  partly  to  understand  her ; 
but  Mrs  Hargrave  came  into  the  room  at  the  mo- 
ment, and  he  went  out  for  his  morning's  ride. 
When  he  returned  to  luncheon  he  found  his  aunt 
waiting  for  him. 

"This  young  thing's  brother's  come,  and  he's 
in  the  library — a  rather  impetuous  young  man,  it 
seems  to  me.  He  wishes  to  see  you  before  ho 
takes  his  sister  home ;  so  if  you  were  to  go  to 
him  at  once  it  might  perhaps  be  as  welL" 

Sir  Francis  found  his  visitor  awaiting  him  ;  Miss 
Fiv.-man  was  with  him.  Imt  left  the  library  as  he 
entered.  He  put  out  his  hand  frankly  ;  the  young 
man  had  the  bruring  of  a  gentleman,  and  was  in 
more  presentable  costume  than  when  they  had  last 
met. 

"Mr  Freeman,  I  think?  though  our  last  meeting 
was  rather  a  hurried  ono." 

The  young  man  bowed.     "  I  have  to  thank  you, 


LATE    FOR    THE   TRAIN.  129 

Sir  Francis  Hargrave,  as  I  have  only  lately  learnt, 
fen-  your  gi  vat  politeness — kindness,  I  should  say — 
to  a  stranger.  I  do  thank  you — though  I  could 
almost  wish  that  kindness  had  not  been  done.  Still 
more  I  thank  you  for  your  goodness  to  my  sister." 

Sir  Francis  interrupted  him.  "You  have  been 
misinformed  entirely,  Mr  Freeman.  I  am  the  per- 
son to  offer  thanks,  if  thanks  could  repay,  or  were 
desired.  To  Miss  Freeman's  bravery,  under  God's 
providence,  I  owe  it  that  I  am  here  alive." 

"  Pooh !  the  girl  put  out  her  hand,  she  tells  me, 
as  any  one  would,  and  you  caught  it.  There  is  no 
obligation.  We  don't  think  much  of  such  things 
where  we  came  from.  And  most  of  you  English 
gentlemen,  I  take  it,  would  have  sent  a  poor  girl 
home  with  a  ten -pound  note,  perhaps,  to  pay  the 
doctor,  and  called  next  day.  You  have  dealt  with 
her  as  if  she  were  one  of  your  own,  she  tells  me : 
and  I  say  again,  I  thank  you  for  it." 

He  spoke  somewhat  roughly,  but  there  was  heart 
in  his  tone  and  words. 

Again  Sir  Francis  warmly  disclaimed  the  other's 
interpretation. 

"I  say,"  he  continued,  "you  and  yours  Lavo 
treated  my  sister  as  if  she  were  one  of  your  own 
blood.  You  were  right,  sir — she  is  a  Hargrave  by 
birth  and  name/' 

•In-d  !"  said  tlio  baronet.     He  saw  now  pretty 
well  \\liat  was  coming. 

s.s. — IT.  i 
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"I  am  come  on  an  unpleasant  errand,  and  I  want 
to  get  it  done.  My  name  is  Richard  Hargrave,  son 
of  Kichard  Hargrave,  your  father's  elder  brother." 

Sir  Francis  bowed.  "  You  claim  to  be  his  lawful 
heir?" 

"I  do.  Not  exactly  in  the  sense  you  put  it, 
however.  I  came  to  England  to  make  out  my 
right  to  this  baronetcy,  and  to  this  place,  I  sup- 
pose," said  he,  looking  round  him  ;  "  but  more  than 
all,  I  had  a  fancy  to  prove  I  was  not  the  bastard 
your  lawyers  chose  to  call  me.  I  have  done  it,  sir. 
I  have  full  proof — your  lawyers  have  admitted  it — 
of  my  mother's  marriage,  and  my  own  legitimacy. 
But  I  offer  you  terms — fair  terms,  I  think.  Ac- 
knowledge me  as  my  father's  son ;  give  me  enough 
for  a  fair  start  in  the  new  country — it  suits  me  bet- 
ter than  the  old ;  buy  me  a  farm,  and  stock  it — I 
leave  it  to  you ;  and  I'll  never  trouble  you  about 
the  title  or  the  estates." 

Sir  Francis  smiled  and  shook  his  head  as  the 
other  ran  on. 

"  I  know  what  you  think — you  think  the  claim's 
a  bad  one,  or  you  think  I'm  a  fooL  Perhaps  I  am 
that  last;  my  lawyer  tells  me  so,  however.  But 
I  can  see  the  loss  to  you  will  be  far  greater  than 
the  gain  to  me ;  you  were  brought  up  to  this  sort 
of  thing,  you  see,  and  I  wasn't.  Nor  I  don't  alto- 
gether hold  with  your  primogeniture  laws.  I  don't 
see  why  my  father  should  have  had  all  the  estate, 
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just  because  he  happened  to  be  born  a  year  or  two 
before  yours.  And  a  handle  to  a  man's  name  is 
no  great  use  in  a  new  country.  And  the  long  and 
short  of  it  all  is  this :  it's  more  than  likely  I  might 
not  have  made  my  case  so  clear  but  for  your  help  ; 
and  I  think  I  should  expect  this  old  house  to  fall 
down  and  smother  me,  if  I  turned  you  out  of  it." 

"  My  good  sir,"  said  the  baronet,  as  soon  as  he 
could  get  room  for  a  word,  "these  things  are  all 
best  left  to  our  lawyers.  No  doubt  you  are  well 
advised,  but  we  won't  discuss  it  here." 

"  Look  here,"  said  the  other,  producing  a  small 
packet,  and,  after  hastily  unfolding  it,  throwing  it 
on  the  library  table  ;  "  there  are  my  proofs.  Show 
them  to  your  lawyers,  if  you  will.  I  quarrelled 
with  mine  this  morning  before  I  could  get  them 
from  him.  Or  you  and  I  could  settle  it.  Eead 
them,  and  if  I'm  wrong,  I'm  wrong.  If  not,  you'll 
do  what  I  ask  of  you,  and  you  may  keep  them  if 
you  will." 

"Pardon  me,  sir,"  said  Sir  Francis,  somewhat 
haughtily ;  "  I  dispute  your  claim  because  I  believe 
it  to  be  unfounded,  but  you  mistake  me  if  you  sup- 
pose I  would  keep  or  take  what  was  not  my  own." 
And  he  pushed  the  papers  back  to  their  owner. 

They  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
servant 

"  Mr  Hunt,  Sir  Francis,  wishes  to  see  you." 

"Show  him  in." 
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The  staid  man  of  business  would  have  started, 
but  that  he  never  allowed  himself  such  an  indis- 
cretion, when  he  saw  the  visitor  with  whom  the 
baronet  \vas  closeted. 

"  I  came,  Sir  Francis " 

"  You  came  just  when  you  were  wanted,  Hunt. 
Mr  I-'reenian  wants  me  to  act  as  my  own  lawyer, 
and  his  too,  I  believe — a  responsibility  which  I 
decline." 

"What  is  it,  Sir  Francis?"  said  the  lawyer, 
taking  a  seat — he  was  quite  at  home  in  that  house ; 
"what  is  it?" 

Sir  Francis  shortly  explained  the  claim,  and  the 
proposal  which  had  been  laid  before  him. 

"  This  young  gentleman  was  so  good  as  to  show 
me  these  papers  this  morning,"  said  the  lawyer. 
"  I  glanced  at  them  at  his  special  request,  though, 
as  I  told  him,  it  was  quite  out  of  the  usual  course 
of  business." 

"And  you  admitted  these  certificates  were  all 
right,"  said  the  Australian. 

"  I  told  you  I  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  that  they 
were  genuine,"  said  the  lawyer.  "Of  your  own 
l>aptisin  certificate,  indeed,  we  have  a  copy  in  our 
office ;  and  the  existence  of  the  marriage  I  always 
thought  very  possible." 

Sir  Francis  Hargrave  could  not  check  a  half- 
exclamation  of  surprise.  Mr  Hunt,  however,  was 
tly  composed. 
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"  I  also  told  you,  if  you  will  be  good  enough  to 
remember,  that  we  had  a  complete  answer  to  the 
case.  A  certificate  of  baptism,  sir,  is  unfortunately 
no  evidence  as  to  birth.  I  did  not  expect  to  find 
you  here,  but  I  can  have  no  objection  to  show  you 
what  I  had  brought  to  show  Sir  Francis,  as  soon 
as  we  heard  of  the  revival  of  this  claim.  Here  is 
the  registrar's  certificate  of  the  birth  of  one  Kich- 
ard  Hargrave  Gordon,  son  of  Mary  Gordon,  single 
woman,  of  Wanslip,  in  18 — .  (Just  one  year  pre- 
vious to  the  marriage  at  Ballarat,  you  will  find.) 
And  I  have  this  morning,  since  you  called  on  me, 
Been  the  woman  Lester — you  remember,  Sir  Francis 
— who  is  prepared  to  give  evidence  of  the  birth.  I 
don't  want  to  enter  into  any  particulars  that  might 
be  painful  to  you,"  continued  the  lawyer  to  the  young 
man,  who  stood  silent  and  perturbed,  and  had  turned 
very  pale,  with  one  hand  laid  heavily  on  the  library 
table ;  "  but  the  subsequent  baptism  of  a  Eichard 
Hargrave  by  the  chaplain  of  the  Nemesis  at  Geelong 
is,  you  see,  quite  compatible  with  his  birth  as  Kich- 
ard  Gordon  two  years  before.  That  you  were  a \varo 
of  this  I  do  not  for  a  moment  assume,"  he  added, 
hastily,  as  the  other  made  a  sudden  exclamation. 

"Mr  Freeman,"  interposed  the  baronet,  "you 
made  me  a  proposition  just  now  in  the  way  of 
compromise ;  it  was  a  handsome  one.  I  accept  it. 
Name  the  locality  where  you  would  wish  to  settle, 
and  Mr  Hunt  has  my  instructions  at  once  to " 
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"  No  ! "  shouted  the  Australian  ;  "  I  wanted  jus- 
tice, not  charity.  No,  Sir  Francis  Hargrave —  I 
beg  your  pardon,  I  ought  to  thank  you,  but  I'm 
taken  aback ;  you've  rather  knocked  me  down,  you 
see.  Your  tale's  all  right,  I  daresay ;  it's  what  I've 
heard  before  at  times,  when  my  mother  was  in  a 
passion  with  me.  Let  me  see  the  paper. — Ay,  it's 
all  right  enough,  no  doubt.  And  this  isn't  worth 
a  rush,"  said  he,  taking  up  the  marriage  certificate. 
He  tore  it  passionately  in  two,  and  threw  it  on  the 
floor. 

"  Stay,  sir,"  said  Hunt,  quickly  picking  it  up ; 
"young  men  are  hasty.  That  paper  concerns 
others  besides  yourself.  You  have  a  sister :  unless 
I  much  mistake,  that  proves  her  the  legitimate 
daughter  of  the  late  Mr  Richard  Hargrave." 

"  Ah  ! "  said  Sir  Francis,  with  considerable  in- 
terest ;  "  there  seems  some  complication  in  this  case, 

Mr Hargrave.  I  say  again,  I  accept  your 

first  proposal ;  it  will  be  fair  enough  for  us  both, 
and  less  than  you  thought  your  just  claim." 

"  No,"  said  the  new  claimant ;  "  I'll  go  back  to 
the  diggings.  I'm  young  enough  to  make  a  for- 
tune yet,  and  I  won't  spend  it  on  lawyers,  you  may 
be  sure." 

Sir  Francis  Hargrave  walked  round  the  room, 
and  laid  his  hand  on  his  cousin's  shoulder. 

"Richard  Hargrave,"  said  he,  "we  are  blood 
relations.  Your  sister  has  saved  my  life.  Let  mo 
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do  a  kinsman's  part  by  you.  —  Mr  Hunt,  kindly 
leave  us  to  have  a  talk  together.  Come  back  to 
dinner,  will  you?  and  we'll  have  some  of  your 
sound  advice  then." 

"  I'll  give  some  now,  gratis,"  said  the  old  lawyer. 
"  Don't  throw  away  friends,  young  man ;  they  are 
not  picked  up  so  easily  as  gold  is."  Then  he  bowed 
and  took  his  leave. 

Sir  Francis  followed  him  civilly  to  the  door,  and 
closed  it  carefully  after  him.  The  young  Australian 
stood  silently  looking  at  the  torn  certificate,  which 
Mr  Hunt  had  laid  on  the  table. 

"You  must  take  your  own  course  as  to  your 
future  life,"  said  the  baronet.  "  I  will  say  no  more 
now  on  that  head,  except  that  I  sincerely  feel  for 
your  disappointment,  and  I  shall  always  remember 
the  generous  proposal  you  made  to  me.  But  in 
this  at  least  you  will  indulge  me — be  my  guest  for 
a  few  days." 

The  other  shook  his  head. 

"  You  owe  me  a  kindness,"  said  the  baronet.  "  I 
have  a  selfish  and  personal  reason  for  what  I  ask." 

He  gave  way,  though  with  evident  reluctance. 
Grasping  his  hand,  Sir  Francis  thanked  him  warmly ; 
tlu-n  he  took  him  at  once  to  his  sister,  and  left  them 
together.  It  was  not  long,  however,  before  Lixxy 
Hargrave  interrupted  them.  Her  brother  had  told 
her  at  least  enough  of  the  state  of  the  case  to  let 
her  into  the  secret  that  she  and  Madeline  Hargrave 
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wore  first  cousins,  and  that  he  very  oarnoslly 
desired  tliat  they  should  be  good  friends.  Mr 
Hunt's  presence  at  the  dinner-table,  perhaps,  saved 
some  embarrassment  to  all  parties ;  and  before  ho 
left,  late  in  the  evening,  the  young  Australian's 
scruples  had  been  in  a  great  measure  removed. 
His  sister,  it  was  plain,  was  considered  no  intruder 
in  the  Wanscote  family ;  and  for  her  sake  he  was 
content  to  remain  a  week  as  a  guest  at  the  Hall. 
Sir  Francis's  quiet  kindness  won  the  young  man's 
heart  before  that  week  was  over;  he  had  known 
little  but  of  the  rougher  side  of  life  hitherto.  Ho 
went  with  the  baronet  to  London,  and  in  another 
month  he  sailed  to  take  possession  of  one  of  the 
best  "  runs  "  in  Victoria. 

But  his  sister  Madeline  only  accompanied  him  as 
far  as  the  steamer  which  carried  him  out.  That 
month  spent  in  London  with  "  aunt "  Hargrave  and 
her  cousin  had  opened  a  new  life  to  her  in  many 
ways  ;  and  she  returned  to  Wanscote  as  Lady 
Hargrave. 


THE  CONGRESS  AND  THE  AGAPEDOME. 

A  TALE  OF  PEACE  AND  LOVE. 
BY  THE  LATE  PROFESSOR  AYTOUN. 

[MAGA.     SEPTEMBER  1851  ] 


CHAPTER    I. 

IF  I  were  to  commence  my  story  by  stating-,  in 
the  manner  of  the  military  biographers,  that 
Jack  Wilkinson  was  as  brave  a  man  as  ever  pushed 
a  bayonet  into  the  brisket  of  a  Frenchman,  I  should 
be  telling  a  confounded  lie,  seeing  that,  to  the  best 
of  my  knowledge,  Jack  never  had  the  opportunity 
of  attempting  practical  phlebotomy.  I  shall  con- 
tent myself  with  describing  him  as  one  of  the  finest 
and  best-hearted  fellows  that  ever  held  her  Majesty's 
commission;  and  no  one  who  is  acquainted  with 
the  general  character  of  the  officers  of  the  British 
army,  will  require  a  higher  eulogiuin. 

Jack  and  1  were  early  cronies  at  school ;  but  wo 
soon  separated,  having  been  born  under  the  influ- 
ence of  different  planets.  Mars,  who  had  the 
charge  of  Jack,  of  course  devoted  him  to  the  army  ; 
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Jupiter,  who  was  bound  to  look  after  my  interests, 
could  find  nothing  better  for  me  than  a  situation 
in  the  Woods  and  Forests,  with  a  faint  chance  of 
becoming  in  time  a  subordinate  Commissioner — 
that  is,  provided  the  wrongs  of  Ann  Hicks  do  not 
precipitate  the  abolition  of  the  whole  department. 
Ten  years  elapsed  before  we  met ;  and  I  regret  to 
say  that,  during  that  interval,  neither  of  us  had 
ascended  many  rounds  of  the  ladder  of  promotion. 
As  was  most  natural,  I  considered  my  own  case  as 
peculiarly  hard,  and  yet  Jack's  was  perhaps  harder. 
He  had  visited  with  his  regiment,  in  the  course  of 
duty,  the  Cape,  the  Ionian  Islands,  Gibraltar,  and  the 
West  Indies.  He  had  caught  an  ague  in  Canada, 
and  had  been  transplanted  to  the  north  of  Ireland 
by  way  of  a  cure ;  and  yet  he  had  not  gained  a 
higher  rank  in  the  service  than  that  of  Lieutenant. 
The  fact  is,  that  Jack  was  poor,  and  his  brother 
officers  as  tough  as  though  they  had  been  made 
of  caoutchouc.  Despite  the  varieties  of  climate  to 
which  they  were  exposed,  not  one  of  them  would 
give  up  the  ghost ;  even  the  old  colonel,  who  had 
been  twice  despaired  of,  recovered  from  the  yellow 
fever,  and  within  a  week  after  was  lapping  his 
claret  at  the  mess-table  as  jollily  as  if  nothing  had 
happened.  The  regiment  had  a  bad  name  in  the 
service  :  they  called  it,  I  believe,  "  the  Immortals." 
Jack  Wilkinson,  as  I  have  said,  was  poor,  but 
he  had  an  uncle  who  was  enormously  rich.  This 
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undo,  Mr  Peter  Pettigrew  by  name,  was  an  old 
bachelor  and  retired  merchant,  not  likely,  according 
to  the  ordinary  calculation  of  chances,  to  marry ; 
and  as  he  had  no  other  near  relative  save  Jack,  to 
whom,  moreover,  he  was  sincerely  attached,  my 
friend  was  generally  regarded  in  the  light  of  a 
prospective  proprietor,  and  might  doubtless,  had  he 
been  so  inclined,  have  negotiated  a  loan,  at  or  under 
seventy  per  cent,  with  one  of  those  respectable 
gentlemen  who  are  making  such  violent  efforts  to 
abolish  Christian  legislation.  But  Pettigrew  also 
was  tough  as  one  of  "the  Immortals,"  and  Jack 
was  too  prudent  a  fellow  to  intrust  himself  to  hands 
so  eminently  accomplished  in  the  art  of  wringing 
the  last  drop  of  moisture  from  a  sponge.  His  uncle, 
he  said,  had  always  behaved  handsomely  to  him, 
and  he  would  see  the  whole  tribe  of  Issachar 
drowned  in  the  Dardanelles  rather  than  abuse  his 
kindness  by  raising  money  on  a  post-obit.  Petti- 
grew, indeed,  had  paid  for  his  commission,  and, 
moreover,  given  him  a  fair  allowance  whilst  he  was 
quartered  abroad — circumstances  which  rendered  it 
extremely  probable  that  he  would  come  forward  to 
assist  his  nephew  so  soon  as  the  latter  had  any 
prospect  of  purchasing  his  company. 

Happening  by  accident  to  be  in  Hull,  where  the 
regiment  was  quartered,  I  encountered  Wilkinson, 
whom  I  found  not  a  whit  altered  for  the  worse, 
cither  in  mind  or  body,  since  the  days  when  wo 
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were  at  school  together ;  and  at  his  instance  I 
agreed  to  prolong  my  stay,  and  partake  of  the  hos- 
pitality of  the  Immortals.  A  merry  set  they  were  ! 
The  major  told  a  capital  story,  the  senior  captain 
sung  like  Incledon,  the  cuisine  was  beyond  reproach, 
and  the  liquor  only  too  alluring.  But  all  things 
must  have  an  end.  It  is  wise  to  quit  even  the 
most  delightful  society  before  it  palls  upon  you, 
and  before  it  is  accurately  ascertained  that  you, 
clever  fellow  as  you  are,  can  be,  on  occasion,  quite 
as  prosy  and  ridiculous  as  your  neighbours  ;  there- 
fore on  the  third  day  I  declined  a  renewal  of  the 
ambrosial  banquet,  and  succeeded  in  persuading 
Wilkinson  to  take  a  quiet  dinner  with  me  at  my 
own  hotel.  He  assented — the  more  readily,  per- 
haps, that  he  appeared  slightly  depressed  in  spirits, 
a  phenomenon  not  altogether  unknown  under  simi- 
lar circumstances. 

After  the  cloth  was  removed,  we  began  to  dis- 
course upon  our  respective  fortunes,  not  omitting 
the  usual  complimentary  remarks  which,  in  such 
moments  of  confidence,  are  applied  to  one's  supe- 
riors, who  may  be  very  thankful  that  they  do  not 
possess  a  preternatural  power  of  hearing.  .la«-k 
informed  me  that  at  length  a  vacancy  had  occurred 
in  his  regiment,  and  that  he  had  now  an  oppor- 
tunity, could  he  deposit  the  money,  of  get  tin--  his 
captaincy.  But  there  was  evidently  a  screw  loose 
somewhere. 
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"  I  must  own,"  said  Jack,  "  that  it  is  hard,  after 
having  waited  so  long,  to  lose  a  chance  which  may 
not  occur  again  for  years ;  but  what  can  I  do  ? 
You  see  I  haven't  got  the  money  ;  so  I  suppose  I 
must  just  bend  to  my  luck,  and  wait  in  patience  for 
my  company  until  my  head  is  as  bare  as  a  billiard- 
ball  ! " 

"  But,  Jack,"  said  I,  "  excuse  me  for  making  the 
remark — but  won't  your  uncle,  Mr  Pettigrew,  assist 

you?" 

"  Not  the  slightest  chance  of  it." 

"  You  surprise  me,"  said  I  ;  "  I  am  very  sorry  to 
hear  you  say  so.  I  always  understood  that  you 
a  prime  favourite  of  his." 

"  So  I  was ;  and  -so,  perhaps,  I  am,"  replied 
Wilkinson  ;  "  but  that  don't  alter  the  matter." 

"  Why,  surely,"  said  I,  "  if  he  is  inclined  to  help 
you  at  all,  he  will  not  be  backward  at  a  time  like 
this.  I  am  afraid,  Jack,  you  allow  your  modesty  to 
wmng  you." 

"  I  shall  permit  my  modesty,"  said  Jack,  "  to  take 
no  such  impertinent  liberty.  But  I  see  you  don't 
know  my  uncle  Peter." 

"  I  have  not  that  pleasure,  certainly ;  but  he 
bears  the  character  of  a  good  honest  fellow,  and 
everybody  believes  that  you  are  to  be  his  heir." 

"  That  may  be,  or  may  not,  according  to  circum- 
stances," said  Wilkinson.  "You  are  quite  right  as 
to  his  character,  which  I  would  advise  no  one  to 
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challenge  in  my  presence ;  for,  though  I  should 
never  get  another  stiver  from  him,  or  see  a  farthing 
of  his  property,  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  that 
he  has  acted  towards  me  in  the  most  generous 
manner.  But  I  repeat  that  you  don't  understand 
my  uncle." 

"  Nor  ever  shall,"  said  I,  "  unless  you  condescend 
to  enlighten  me." 

"  Well,  then,  listen.  Old  Peter  would  be  a  regu- 
lar trump,  but  for  one  besetting  foible.  He  cannot 
resist  a  crotchet.  The  more  palpably  absurd  and 
idiotical  any  scheme  may  be,  the  more  eagerly  he 
adopts  it;  nay,  unless  it  is  absurd  and  idiotical, 
such  as  no  man  of  common-sense  would  listen  to 
for  a  moment,  he  will  have  nothing  to  say  to  it. 
He  is  quite  shrewd  enough  with  regard  to  commer- 
cial matters.  During  the  railway  mania,  he  is 
supposed  to  have  doubled  his  capital.  Never  hav- 
ing had  any  faith  in  the  stability  of  the  system,  he 
sold  out  just  at  the  right  moment,  alleging  that  it 
was  full  time  to  do  so,  when  Sir  Robert  Peel  intro- 
duced a  bill  giving  the  Government  the  right  of 
purchasing  any  line  when  its  dividends  amounted 
to  ten  per  cent  The  result  proved  that  he  was 
correct." 

"  It  did,  undoubtedly.  But  surely  that  is  no  <\i- 
dence  of  his  extreme  tendency  to  be  led  astray  by 
crotchets?" 

"  Quite  the  reverse :   the  scheme  was  not  suffi- 
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cicntly  absurd  for  him.  Besides,  I  must  tell  you, 
that  in  pure  commercial  matters  it  would  be  very 
difficult  to  overreach  or  deceive  my  uncle.  He  has 
a  clear  eye  for  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence — princi- 
pal and  interest — and  can  look  very  well  after  him- 
self when  his  purse  is  directly  assailed.  His  real 
weakness  lies  in  sentiment." 

"Not,  I  trust,  towards  the  feminine  gender? 
That  might  be  awkward  for  you  in  a  gentleman 
of  his  years  ! " 

"  Not  precisely — though  I  would  not  like  to  trust 
him  in  the  hands  of  a  designing  female.  His  be- 
setting weakness  turns  on  the  point  of  the  regen- 
eration of  mankind.  Forty  or  fifty  years  ago  he 
would  have  been  a  follower  of  Johanna  Southcote. 
He  subscribed  liberally  to  Owen's  schemes,  and 
was  within  an  ace  of  turning  out  with  Thorn  of 
Canterbury.  Incredible  as  it  may  appear,  he  actu- 
ally was  for  a  time  a  regular  and  accepted  Mor- 
monite." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  so  ?  " 

"  Fact,  I  assure  you,  upon  my  honour !  But  for 
a  swindle  that  Joe  Smith  tried  to  perpetrate  about 
the  discounting  of  a  bill,  Peter  Pettigrew  might  at 
this  moment  have  been  a  leading  saint  in  the  temple 
<>f  Xuuvoo,  or  whatever  else  they  call  the  capital  of 
that  polygamous  and  promiscuous  persuasion." 

"  You  amaze  me.  How  any  man  of  common- 
sense " 


144  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

"That's  just  the  point.  Where  common-sense 
ends,  Uncle  Pettigrew  begins.  Give  him  a  mere 
thread  of  practicability,  and  he  will  arrive  at  a  sound 
conclusion.  Envelope  him  in  the  mist  of  theory, 
and  lie  will  walk  headlong  over  a  precipice." 

'•Why,  Jack,"  said  I,  "you  seem  to  have  im- 
proved in  your  figures  of  speech  since  you  joined 
1lu«  army.  That  last  sentence  was  worth  preser- 
vation. But  I  don't  clearly  understand  you  yet. 
What  is  his  present  phase,  which  seems  to  stand  in 
the  way  of  your  prospects  ?  " 

"  Can't  you  guess  ?  What  is  the  most  absurd 
feature  of  the  present  time  ?  " 

" That,"  said  I,  "is  a  very  difficult  question. 
There's  Free  Trade,  and  the  proposed  Exhibition 
—both  of  them  absurd  enough,  if  you  look  to  their 
ultimate  tendency.  Then  there  are  Sir  Charles 
Wood's  Budget,  and  the  new  Reform  Bill,  and  the 
Encumbered  Estates  Act,  and  the  whole  rubbish 
of  the  Cabinet,  which  they  have  neither  sense,  to 
suppress  nor  courage  to  carry  through.  Upon 
my  word,  Jack,  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
answer  your  question  satisfactorily." 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  Peace  Congress ?" 
asked  Wilkinson. 

"  As  Palmerston  does,"  said  I ;  "  remarkably 
meanly.  But  why  do  you  put  that  point  ?  Surely 
Mr  Pettigrew  has  not  become  a  disciple  of  the 
blatant  blacksmith?" 
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"  Bead  that,  and  judge  for  yourself,"  said  Wilkin- 
son, handing  me  over  a  letter. 
I  read  as  follows  : — 

"  MY  DEAR  NEPHEW, — I  have  your  letter  of  the 
15th,  apprising  me  of  your  wish  to  obtain  what  you 
term  a  step  in  the  service.  I  am  aware  that  I  am 
not  entitled  to  blame  you  for  a  misguided  and 
lamentably  mistaken  zeal,  which,  to  my  shame  be  it 
said,  I  was  the  means  of  originally  kindling ;  still, 
you  must  excuse  me  if,  with  the  new  lights  which 
have  been  vouchsafed  to  me,  I  decline  to  assist 
your  progress  towards  wholesale  homicide,  or  lend 
any  further  countenance  to  a  profession  which  is 
subversive  of  that  universal  brotherhood  and  entire 
fraternity  which  ought  to  prevail  among  the  nations. 
The  fact  is,  Jack,  that,  up  to  the  present  time,  I 
have  entertained  ideas  which  were  totally  false 
regarding  the  greatness  of  my  country.  I  used  to 
think  that  England  was  quite  as  glorious  from  her 
renown  in  arms  as  from  her  skill  in  arts — that  she 
had  reason  to  plume  herself  upon  her  ancient  and 
modern  victories,  and  that  patriotism  was  a  virtue 
wliirh  it  was  incumbent  upon  freemen  to  view  with 
respect  and  veneration.  Led  astray  by  these 
wretched  prejudices,  I  gave  my  consent  to  your 
enrolling  yourself  in  the  ranks  of  the  British  army, 
little  thinking  that,  by  such  a  step,  I  was  doing  a 
material  injury  to  the  cause  of  general  pacification, 

s.s. — ir.  K 
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and,  in  fact,  retarding  the  advent  of  that  millen- 
nium which  will  commence  so  soon  as  the  military 
profession  is  entirely  suppressed  throughout  Europe. 
I  am  now  also  painfully  aware  that,  towards  you 
individually,  I  have  failed  in  performing  my  duty. 
I  have  been  the  means  of  inoculating  you  with  a 
thirst  for  human  blood,  and  of  depriving  you  of  that 
opportunity  of  adding  to  the  resources  of  your  coun- 
try, which  you  might  have  enjoyed  had  I  placed 
you  early  in  one  of  those  establishments  which,  by 
sending  exports  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, 
have  contributed  so  magnificently  to  the  diffusion 
of  British  patterns,  and  the  growth  of  American 
cotton  under  a  mild  system  of  servitude,  which 
none,  save  the  minions  of  royalty,  dare  denominate 
as  actual  slavery. 

"  In  short,  Jack,  I  have  wronged  you ;  but  I 
should  wrong  you  still  more  were  I  to  furnish  you 
witli  the  means  of  advancing  one  other  step  in  your 
bloody  and  inhuman  profession.  It  is  full  time  that 
we  should  discard  all  national  recollections.  We 
have  already  given  a  glorious  example  to  Europe 
and  the  world,  by  throwing  open  our  ports  to  their 
produce  without  requiring  the  assurance  of  recipro- 
city— let  us  take  another  step  in  the  same  direction, 
and,  by  a  complete  disarmament,  convince  them  that 
for  the  future  wre  rely  upon  moral  reason,  instead  of 
physical  force,  as  the  means  of  deciding  differences. 
I  shall  be  glad,  my  dear  boy,  to  repair  the  injury 
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which  I  have  unfortunately  done  you,  by  contribut- 
ing a  sum  equal  to  three  times  the  amount  required 
for  the  purchase  of  a  company,  towards  your  estab- 
lishment as  a  partner  in  an  exporting  house,  if  you 
can  hear  of  an  eligible  offer.  Pray  keep  an  eye  on  the 
advertising  columns  of  the  'Economist.'  That  jour- 
nal is  in  every  way  trustworthy,  except,  perhaps, 
when  it  deals  in  quotation.  I  must  now  conclude, 
as  I  have  to  attend  a  meeting  for  the  purpose  of 
denouncing  the  policy  of  Kussia,  and  of  warning 
the  misguided  capitalists  of  London  against  the 
perils  of  an  Austrian  loan.  You  cannot,  I  am  sure, 
doubt  my  affection,  but  you  must  not  expect  me  to 
advance  my  money  towards  keeping  up  a  herd  of 
locusts,  without  which  there  would  be  a  general 
conversion  of  swords  and  bayonets  into  machinery 
— ploughshares,  spades,  and  pruning-hooks  being, 
for  the  present,  rather  at  a  discount.  —  I  remain 
always  your  affectionate  uncle, 

1  'PETER  PETTIGREW. 

"  P.  S.  —  Address  to  me  at  Hesse  Homberg, 
whither  1  am  going  as  a  delegate  to  the  Peace 
Congress." 

-  \\Y11,  what  do  you  think  <>f  that?"  said  Wilkin- 
son, when  I  had  finished  thi«  comfortable  epistle.    "I 

presume  you  agree  with  me,  that  I  have  no  chance 

whatever  <>{'  r  •ceivin--  assistance  from  that  quarter." 
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"Why,  not  much  I  should  say,  unless  you  can 
succeed  in  convincing  Mr  Pettigrew  of  the  error  of 
liis  ways.  It  seems  to  me  a  regular  case  of  mono- 
mania." 

'•  \Yould  you  not  suppose,  after  reading  that  letter, 
that  I  was  a  sort  of  sucking  tiger,  or  at  best  an  ogre, 
who  never  could  sleep  comfortably  unless  he  had 
finished  off  the  evening  with  a  cup  of  gore  ? "  said 
Wilkinson.  "  I  like  that  coming  from  old  Uncle 
Peter,  who  used  to  sing  Kule  Britannia  till  he  was 
hoarse,  and  always  dedicated  his  second  glass  of 
port  to  the  health  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ! " 

"  But  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  "  said  I.  "  Will 
you  accept  his  offer,  and  become  a  fabricator  of 
calicoes  ?  " 

"  I'd  as-  soon  become  a  field  preacher,  and  hold 
forth  on  an  inverted  tub  I  But  the  matter  is  really 
very  serious.  In  his  present  mood  of  mind,  Uncle 
Peter  will  disinherit  me  to  a  certainty  if  I  remain 
in  the  army." 

"  Does  he  usually  adhere  long  to  any  particular 
crotchet?"  said  I. 

"  Why,  no  ;  and  therein  lies  my  hope.  Judging 
from  past  experience,  I  should  say  that  this  fit  is 
not  likely  to  last  above  a  month  or  two ;  still  you 
see  there  may  be  danger  in  treating  the  matter  too 
lightly  :  besides,  there  is  no  saying  when  such 
another  opportunity  of  getting  a  step  may  occur. 
What  would  you  advise  under  the  circumstances?" 
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"  If  I  were  in  your  place,"  said  I,  "  I  think  I 
should  go  over  to  Hesse  Homberg  at  once.  You 
need  not  identify  yourself  entirely  with  the  Peace 
gentry ;  you  will  be  near  your  uncle,  and  ready  to 
act  as  circumstances  may  suggest." 

"  That  is  just  my  own  notion  ;  and  I  think  I  can 
obtain  leave  of  absence.  I  say  —  could  you  not 
manage  to  go  along  with  me  ?  It  would  be  a  real 
act  of  friendship ;  for,  to  say  the  truth,  I  don't 
think  I  could  trust  any  of  our  fellows  in  the  com- 
pany of  the  Quakers." 

"  Well — I  believe  they  can  spare  me  for  a  little 
longer  from  my  official  duties  ;  and  as  the  weather 
is  fine,  I  don't  mind  if  I  go." 

"  That's  a  good  fellow !  I  shall  make  my  arrange- 
ments this  evening ;  for  the  sooner  we  are  off  the 
better." 

Two  days  afterwards  we  were  steaming  up  the 
Rhine,  a  river  which,  I  trust,  may  persevere  in  its 
attempt  to  redeem  its  ancient  character.  In  1848, 
when  I  visited  Germany  last,  you  might  just  as 
well  have  navigated  the  Phlegethon  in  so  far  as 
pleasure  was  concerned.  Those  were  the  days  of 
barricades  and  of  Frankfort  murders — of  the  ob- 
scene German  Parliament,  as  the  junta  of  rogues, 
fanatics,  and  imbeciles,  who  were  assembled  in  St 
Paul's  Church,  denominated  themselves ;  and  of 
<v.  iv  phase  and  form  of  political  quackery  and 
insurrection.  Now,  however,  matters  were  sonic- 
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what  mended.  The  star  of  Gagern  had  waned. 
The  popularity  of  the  Archduke  John  had  exhaled 
like  the  fume  of  a  farthing  candle.  Hecker  and 
Struve  were  hanged,  shot,  or  expatriated ;  and  the 
peaceably  disposed  traveller  could  once  more  retire 
to  rest  in  his  hotel,  without  being  haunted  by  a 
horrid  suspicion  that  ere  morning  some  truculent 
waiter  might  experiment  upon  the  toughness  of  his 
larynx.  I  was  glad  to  observe  that  the  Frank- 
forters  appeared  a  good  deal  humbled.  They  were 
always  a  pestilent  set ;  but  during  the  revolu- 
tionary year  their  insolence  rose  to  such  a  pitch 
that  it  was  hardly  safe  for  a  man  of  warm  tempera- 
ment to  enter  a  shop,  lest  he  should  be  provoked 
by  the  airs  and  impertinence  of  the  owner  to  com- 
mit an  assault  upon  Freedom  in  the  person  of  her 
democratic  votary.  I  suspect  the  Frankforters  are 
now  tolerably  aware  that  revolutions  are  the  reverse 
of  profitable.  They  escaped  sack  and  pillage  by  a 
sheer  miracle,  and  probably  they  will  not  again 
exert  themselves,  at  least  for  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  years,  to  hasten  the  approach  of  a  similar 
crisis. 

Everybody  knows  Homberg.  On  one  pretext  or 
another — whether  the  mineral  springs,  the  baths, 
the  gaiety,  or  the  gambling — the  integral  portions 
of  that  tide  of  voyagers  which  annually  fluctuates 
through  the  Kheingau,  find  their  way  to  that 
pleasant  little  pandemonium,  and  contribute,  I 
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have  no  doubt,  very  largely  to  the  revenues  of 
that  high  and  puissant  monarch  who  rules  over 
a  population  not  quite  so  large  as  that  compre- 
hended within  the  boundaries  of  Clackmannan. 
But  various  as  its  visitors  always  are,  and  diverse 
in  language,  habits,  and  morals,  I  question  whether 
Homberg  ever  exhibited  on  any  previous  occasion 
so  queer  and  incongruous  a  mixture.  Doubtful 
counts,  apocryphal  barons,  and  chevaliers  of  the 
extremest  industry,  mingled  with  sleek  Quakers, 
Manchester  reformers,  and  clerical  agitators  of 
every  imaginable  species  of  dissent.  Then  there 
were  women,  for  the  most  part  of  a  middle  age, 
who,  although  their  complexions  would  certainly 
have  been  improved  by  a  course  of  the  medicinal 
waters,  had  evidently  come  to  Homberg  on  a 
higher  and  holier  mission.  There  was  also  a 
sprinkling  of  French  deputies  —  Ked  Kepublicans 
by  principle,  who,  if  not  the  most  ardent  friends 
of  pacification,  are  at  least  the  loudest  in  their 
denunciation  of  standing  armies — a  fair  proportion 
of  political  exiles,  who  found  their  own  countries 
too  hot  to  hold  them  in  consequence  of  the  caloric 
which  they  had  been  the  means  of  evoking — and 
one  or  two  of  those  unhappy  personages,  whose 
itch  for  notoriety  is  greater  than  their  modicum  of 
sense.  We  were  not  long  in  finding  Mr  Peter 
Pettigrew.  Ho  was  solacing  himself  in  the  gar- 
dens, previous  to  the  table-d'hote,  by  listening  to 
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the  exhilarating  strains  of  the  brass  band  which 
was  performing  a  military  march ;  and  by  his  side 
was  a  lady  attired,  not  in  the  usual  costume  of  her 
sex,  but  in  a  polka  jacket  and  wide  trousers,  which 
gave  her  all  the  appearance  of  a  veteran  duenna  of 
a  seraglio.  Uncle  Peter,  however,  beamed  upon 
her  as  tenderly  as  though  she  were  a  Circassian 
captive.  To  this  lady,  by  name  Miss  Lavinia 
Latchley,  an  American  authoress  of  much  renown, 
and  a  decided  champion  of  the  rights  of  woman, 
we  were  presented  in  due  form.  After  the  first 
greetings  were  over,  Mr  Pettigrew  opened  the 
trenches. 

"  So  Jack,  my  boy,  you  have  come  to  Homberg 
to  see  how  we  carry  on  the  war,  eh?  No — Lord 
forgive  me — that's  not  what  I  mean.  We  don't 
intend  to  carry  on  any  kind  of  war :  we  mean  to 
put  it  down — clap  the  extinguisher  upon  it,  you 
know  ;  and  have  done  with  all  kinds  of  cannons. 
Bad  thing,  gunpowder!  I  once  sustained  a  h«  ;i\\ 
loss  by  sending  out  a  cargo  of  it  to  Sierra  Leone." 

"I  should  have  thought  that  a  paying  specula- 
tion," observed  Jack. 

"Not  a  whit  of  it!  The  cruisers  spoiled  the 
trade;  and  the  missionaries  —  confound  them  for 
meddling  with  matters  which  they  did  not  under- 
stand ! — had  patched  up  a  peace  among  the  chiefs 
of  the  cannibals ;  so  that  for  two  years  there  was 
not  a  slave  to  be  had  for  love  or  money,  and 
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powder  went  down  a  hundred  and  seventy  per 
cent," 

"  Such  are  the  effects,"  remarked  Miss  Latchley 
with  a  sarcastic  smile,  which  disclosed  a  row  of 
teeth  as  yellow  as  the  buds  of  the  crocus — "  such 
are  the  effects  of  an  ill-regulated  and  unphilosoph- 
ical  yearning  after  the  visionary  theories  of  an 
unopportune  emancipation  !  Oh  that  men,  instead 
of  squandering  their  sympathies  upon  the  lower 
grades  of  creation,  would  emancipate  themselves 
from  that  network  of  error  and  prejudice  which 
reticulates  over  the  whole  surface  of  society,  and 
by  acknowledging  the  divine  mission  and  hered- 
itary claims  of  woman,  construct  a  new,  a  fairer 
Eden  than  any  which  was  fabled  to  exist  within 
the  confines  of  the  primitive  Chaldaea ! " 

"  Very  true,  indeed,  ma'am ! "  replied  Mr  Petti- 
grew  ;  "  there  is  a  great  deal  of  sound  sense  and 
observation  in  what  you  say.  But  Jack — I  hope 
you  intend  to  become  a  member  of  Congress  at 
once.  I  shall  be  glad  to  present  you  at  our 
afternoon  meeting  in  the  character  of  a  converted 
officer." 

"You  are  very  good,  uncle,  I  am  sure,"  said 
Wilkinson,  "but  I  would  rather  wait  a  little.  I 
am  certain  you  would  not  wish  me  to  take  so 
serious  a  step  without  mature  deliberation  ;  and 
I  hope  that  my  attendance  here,  in  answer  to  your 
summons,  will  convince  you  that  I  am  at  least 
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open  1o  conviction.  In  fact,  I  wish  to  Lear  tlio 
argument  of  your  friends  before  I  come  to  a  definite 
decision." 

"  Very  right,  Jack  ;  very  right ! "  said  Mr  Petti- 
grew.  "  I  don't  like  converts  at  a  minute's  notice, 
as  I  remarked  to  a  certain  M.P.  when  he  followed 
in  the  wake  of  Peel.  Take  your  time,  and  form 
your  own  judgment ;  I  cannot  doubt  of  the  result, 
if  you  only  Jisten  to  the  arguments  of  the  leading 
men  of  Europe." 

"And  do  you  reckon  America  as  nothing,  dear 
Mr  Pettigrew?"  said  Miss  Latchley.  "Columbia 
may  not  be  able  to  contribute  to  the  task  so  prac- 
tical and  masculine  an  intellect  as  yours,  yet  still 
within  many  a  transatlantic  bosom  burns  a  hate  of 
tyranny  not  less  intense,  though  perhaps  less  cor- 
ruscating,  than  your  own." 

"I  know  it,  I  know  it,  dear  Miss  Latchley!" 
replied  the  infatuated  Peter.  "A  word  from  you 
is  at  any  time  worth  a  lecture,  at  least  if  I  may 
judge  from  the  effects  which  your  magnificent  elo- 
quence has  produced  on  my  own  mind.  Jack,  I 
suppose  you  have  never  had  the  privilege  of  listen- 
ing to  the  lectures  of  Miss  Latchley  ?  " 

Jack  modestly  acknowledged  the  gap  which  had 
been  left  in  his  education  ;  stating,  at  the  same 
time,  his  intense  desire  to  have  it  filled  up  at  the 
first  convenient  opportunity.  Miss  Latchley  heaved 
a  sigh. 
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"  I  hope  you  do  not  flatter  me,"  she  said,  "  as  is 
too  much  the  case  with  men  whose  thoughts  have 
been  led  habitually  to  deviate  from  sincerity.  The 
worst  symptom  of  the  present  age  lies  in  its  acquies- 
cence with  axioms.  Free  us  from  that,  and  we  are 
free  indeed  ;  perpetuate  its  thraldom,  and  Truth, 
which  is  the  daughter  of  Innocence  and  Liberty, 
imps  its  wings  in  vain,  and  cannot  emancipate 
itself  from  the  pressure  of  that  raiment  which  was 
devised  to  impede  its  glorious  walk  among  the 
nations." 

Jack  made  no  reply  beyond  a  glance  at  the 
terminations  of  the  lady,  which  showed  that  she 
at  all  events  was  resolved  that  no  extra  raiment 
should  trammel  her  onward  progress. 

As  the  customary  hour  of  the  table-d'hote  was 
approaching,  we  separated,  Jack  and  I  pledging 
ourselves  to  attend  the  afternoon  meeting  of  the 
Peace  Congress,  for  the  purpose  of  receiving  our 
first  lesson  in  the  mysteries  of  pacification. 

k-  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that?"  said  Jack, 
as  Mr  Pettigrew  and  the  Latchley  walked  off  to- 
gether. "Hang  me  if  I  don't  suspect  that  old 
harpy  in  the  breeches  has  a  design  on  Uncle 
Peter!" 

"Small  doubt  of  that,"  said  I;  "and  you  will 
find  it  rather  a  difficult  job  to  get  him  out  of  her 
clutches.  Your  female  philosopher  adheres  to  her 
::u  with  all  the  tenacity  of  a  polecat/' 


156  TALES   FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  Here  is  a  pretty  business ! "  groaned  Jack. 
"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is — I  have  more  than  half  a 
mind  to  put  an  end  to  it,  by  telling  my  uncle  what 
I  think  of  his  conduct,  and  then  leaving  him  to 
marry  this  harridan,  and  make  a  further  fool  of 
himself  in  any  way  he  pleases ! " 

" Don't  be  silly,  Jack  ! "  said  I ;  "it  will  be  time 
enough  to  do  that  after  everything  else  has  failed  ; 
and,  for  my  own  part,  I  see  no  reason  to  despair. 
In  the  meantime,  if  you  please,  let  us  secure  places 
at  the  dinner-table." 


CHAPTER   II. 

"Dear  friends  and  well-beloved  brothers!  I  wish 
from  the  bottom  of  my  heart  that  there  was  but  one 
universal  language,  so  that  the  general  sentiments 
of  love,  equality,  and  fraternity,  which  animate  the 
bosoms  of  all  the  pacificators  and  detesters  of  tyranny 
throughout  the  world,  might  find  a  simultaneous 
echo  in  your  ears,  by  tho  medium  of  a  common 
speech.  The  diversity  of  dialects,  which  now  un- 
fortunately prevails,  was  originally  invented  under 
cover  of  the  feudal  system,  by  the  minions  of 
despotism,  who  thought,  by  such  despicable  means, 
for  ever  to  perpetuate  their  power.  It  is  part  of 
tho  same  system  which  decrees  that  in  different 
countries  alien  to  each  other  in  speech,  those  un- 
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happy  persons  who  have  sold  themselves  to  do  the 
bidding  of  tyrants  shall  be  distinguished  by  different 
uniforms.  0  my  brothers  !  see  what  a  hellish  and 
deep-laid  system  is  here !  English  and  French — 
scarlet  against  blue  —  different  tongues  invented, 
and  different  garments  prescribed,  to  inflame  the 
passions  of  mankind  against  each  other,  and  to 
stifle  their  common  fraternity ! 

"  Take  down,  I  say,  from  your  halls  and  churches 
those  wretched  tatters  of  silk  which  you  designate 
as  national  colours !  Bring  hither,  from  all  parts 
of  the  earth,  the  butt  of  the  gun  and  the  shaft  of 
the  spear,  and  all  combustible  implements  of  de- 
struction— your  fascines,  your  scaling-ladders,  and 
your  terrible  pontoons,  that  have  made  so  many 
mothers  childless !  Heap  them  into  one  enormous 
pile  —  yea,  heap  them  to  the  very  stars  —  and  on 
that  blazing  altar  let  there  be  thrown  the  Union 
Jack  of  ]>ritain,  the  tricolor  of  France,  the  eagles 
of  Russia,  Austria,  and  Prussia,  the  American  stripes 
and  stars,  and  every  other  banner  and  emblem  of 
that  accursed  nationality,  through  which  alone  man- 
kind is  defrauded  of  his  birthright.  Then  let  all 
men  join  hands  together,  and  as  they  dance  around 
the  reeking  pile,  let  them  in  one  common  speech 
chaunt  a  simultaneous  hynm  in  honour  of  their 
universal  deliverance,  and  in  commemoration  of 
their  cosmopolitan  triumph  ! 

"0  iny  brothers,    0  my   brothers  !  \\hat  shall   I 
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say  further  ?  Ha !  I  will  not  address  myself  to 
you  whose  hearts  are  already  kindled  within  you 
by  the  purest  of  spiritual  flames.  I  will  uplift  my 
voice,  and  in  words  of  thunder  exhort  the  debased 
minions  of  tyranny  to  arouse  themselves  ere  it  be 
too  late,  and  to  shake  off  those  fetters  which  they 
wear  for  the  purpose  of  enslaving  others.  Hear 
me,  then,  ye  soldiers  I  —  hear  me,  ye  degraded 
serfs ! — hear  me,  ye  monsters  of  iniquity !  Oh,  if 
the  earth  could  speak,  what  a  voice  would  arise  out 
of  its  desolate  battle-fields,  to  testify  against  you 
and  yours !  Tell  us  not  that  you  have  fought  for 
freedom.  Was  freedom  ever  won  by  the  sword? 
Tell  us  not  that  you  have  defended  your  country's 
rights,  for  in  the  eye  of  the  true  philosopher  there 
is  no  country  save  one,  and  that  is  the  universal 
earth,  to  which  all  have  an  equal  claim.  Shelter 
not  yourselves,  night-prowling  hyenas  as  you  are, 
under  such  miserable  pretexts  as  these  I  Hie  ye  to 
the  charnel-houses,  ye  bats,  ye  vampires,  ye  ravens, 
ye  birds  of  the  foulest  omen !  Strive,  if  you  can, 
in  their  dark  recesses,  to  hide  yourselves  from  the 
glare  of  that  light  which  is  now  permeating  the 
world.  0  the  dawn  !  0  the  glory !  0  the  universal 
illumination  !  See,  my  brothers,  how  they  shrink, 
how  they  flee  from  its  cheering  influence  !  Tremble, 
minions  of  despotism  !  Your  race  is  run,  your  vny 
empires  are  tottering  around  you.  See — with  one 
grasp  I  crush  them  all,  as  I  crush  this  flimsy  scrolll" 
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Here  the  eloquent  gentleman,  having  made  a 
paper  ball  of  the  last  number  of  the  '  Allgemeine 
Zeitung,'  sate  down  amidst  the  vociferous  applause 
of  the  assembly.  He  was  the  first  orator  who  had 
spoken,  and  I  believe  had  been  selected  to  lead  the 
van  on  account  of  his  platform  experience,  which 
was  very  great.  I  cannot  say,  however,  that  his 
arguments  produced  entire  conviction  upon  my 
mind,  or  that  of  my  companion,  judging  from  cer- 
tain muttered  adjurations  which  fell  from  Wilkin- 
son, to  the  effect  that  on  the  first  convenient 
opportunity  he  would  take  means  to  make  the 
crumpler-up  of  nations  atone  for  his  scurrilous 
abuse  of  the  army.  We  were  next  favoured  with 
addresses  in  Sclavonian,  German,  and  French ;  and 
then  another  British  orator  came  forward  to  en- 
lighten the  public.  This  last  was  a  fellow  of  some 
fancy.  Avoiding  all  stale  topics  about  despotism, 
aristocracies,  and  standing  armies,  he  went  to  the 
root  of  the  matter,  by  asserting  that  in  Vegetarian- 
ism alone  lay  the  true  escape  from  the  horrors 
and  miseries  of  war.  Mr  Belcher  —  for  such  was 
the  name  of  this  distinguished  philanthropist  — 
opined  that  without  beef  and  mutton  there  never 
could  IK-  a  1  »attle. 

"Had  Napoleon,"  said  he,  "been  dieted  from  his 
youth  upwards  upon  turnips,  the  world  would  have 
IMM-M  spaivd  those  scenes  of  butchery,  which  must 
ever  n-inaiii  a,  blot  upon  the  history  of  the  present 


1GO  TALES  FROM 

century.  One  of  our  oldest  English  annalists 
assures  us  that  Jack  Cade,  than  whom,  perhaps, 
there  never  breathed  a  more  uncompromising  enemy 
of  tyranny,  subsisted  entirely  upon  spinach.  This 
fact  has  been  beautifully  treated  by  Shakespeare, 
whose  passion  for  onions  was  proverbial,  in  his 
play  of  Henry  VI.,  wherein  he  represents  Cade, 
immediately  before  his  death,  as  engaged  in  the 
preparation  of  a  salad.  I  myself,"  continued  Mr 
Belcher  in  a  slightly  flatulent  tone,  "can  assure 
this  honourable  company,  that  for  more  than  six 
months,  I  have  cautiously  abstained  from  using 
any  other  kind  of  food  except  broccoli,  which  I 
find  at  once  refreshing  and  laxative,  light,  airy, 
and  digestible ! " 

Mr  Belcher  having  ended,  a  bearded  gentleman, 
who  enjoyed  the  reputation  of  being  the  most  no- 
torious duellist  in  Europe,  rose  up  for  the  purpose 
of  addressing  the  audience ;  but  by  this  time  the 
afternoon  was  considerably  advanced,  and  a  large 
number  of  the  Congress  had  silently  seceded  to 
the  roulette  and  rouge-et-noir  tables.  Among  these, 
to  my  great  surprise,  were  Miss  Latchley  and  Mr 
Pettigrew :  it  being,  as  I  afterwards  understood, 
the  invariable  practice  of  this  gifted  lady,  when- 
ever she  could  secure  a  victim,  to  avail  herself  of 
his  pecuniary  resources  ;  so  that  if  fortune  declared 
; i -a i nst  her,  the  gentleman  stood  the  loss,  whilst, 
in  the  opposite  event,  she  retained  possession  of 
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the  spoil.  I  daresay  some  of  my  readers  may  have 
been  witnesses  to  a  similar  arrangement. 

As  it  was  no  use  remaining  after  the  departure  of 
Mr  Pettigrew,  Wilkinson  and  I  sallied  forth  for  a 
stroll,  not,  as  you  may  well  conceive,  in  a  high 
state  of  enthusiasm  or  rapture. 

"I  would  not  have  believed,"  said  Wilkinson, 
"  unless  I  had  seen  it  with  my  own  eyes,  that 
it  was  possible  to  collect  in  one  room  so  many 
samples  of  absolute  idiocy.  What  a  pleasant  com- 
panion that  Belcher  fellow,  who  eats  nothing  but 
broccoli,  must  be  ! " 

"A  little  variety  in  the  way  of  peas  would 
probably  render  him  perfect.  But  what  do  you 
say  to  the  first  orator?" 

"  I  shall  reserve  the  expression  of  my  opinion," 
replied  Jack,  "  until  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  meet- 
ing that  gentleman  in  private.  But  how  are  we  to 
proceed  ?  With  this  woman  in  the  way,  it  entirely 
baffles  my  comprehension." 

"Do  you  know,  Jack,  I  was  thinking  of  that 
during  the  whole  time  of  the  meeting ;  and  it  does 
appear  to  me  that  there  is  a  way  open  by  which 
wr  may  precipitate  the  crisis.  Mind  —  I  don't 
answer  for  the  success  of  my  scheme,  but  it  has 
at  Irast  the  merit  of  simplicity." 

"Out  with  it,  my  dear  it-How!  I  am  all  impa- 
tience," cried  Jack. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  I,  "  did  you  remark  the  queer 
s.s. — ii.  L 
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and  heterogeneous  nature  of  the  company?  I 
don't  think,  if  you  except  the  Quakers,  who  have 
the  generic  similarity  of  eels,  that  you  could  liavo 
picked  out  any  two  individuals  with  a  tolerable 
resemblance  to  each  oth«-r." 

"  That's  likely  enough,  for  they  are  a  most  seedy 
set.  But  what  of  it?" 

"  Why,  simply  this  :  I  suspect  the  majority  of  them 
are  political  refugees.  No  person,  who  is  not  an 
absurd  fanatic  or  a  designing  demagogue,  can  have 
any  sympathy  with  the  nonsense  which  is  talked 
against  Governments  and  standing  armies.  The 
Red  Republicans,  of  whom  I  can  assure  you  there 
are  plenty  in  every  State  in  Europe,  are  naturally 
most  desirous  to  get  rid  of  the  latter,  by  whom 
they  are  held  in  check ;  and  if  that  were  once  ac- 
complished, no  kind  of  government  could  stand  for 
a  single  day.  They  are  now  appealing,  as  they 
call  it,  to  public  opinion,  by  means  of  these  con- 
gresses and  gatherings;  and  they  have  contrived, 
under  cover  of  a  zeal  for  universal  peace,  to  induce 
a  considerable  number  of  weak  and  foolish  people 
to  join  with  them  in  a  cry  which  is  simply  the  fore- 
runner of  revolution." 

"  All  that  I  imderstand ;  but  I  don't  quite  see 
your  drift." 

"  Every  one  of  these  bearded  vagabonds  hates 
the  other  like  poison.  Talk  of  fraternity,  indeed ! 
They  want  to  have  revolution  first ;  and  if  they 
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could  get  it,  you  would  see  them  flying  at  each 
other's  throats  like  a  pack  of  wild  dogs  that  have 
pulled  down  a  deer.  Now,  my  plan  is  this  :  Let  us 
have  a  supper-party,  and  invite  a  deputy  from  each 
nation.  My  life  upon  it,  that  before  they  have  been 
half  an  hour  together,  there  will  be  such  a  row 
among  the  fraternisers  as  will  frighten  your  uncle 
Peter  out  of  his  senses,  or,  still  better,  out  of  his 
present  crotchet." 

"  A  capital  idea  !  But  how  shall  we  get  hold  of 
the  fellows?" 

"  That's  not  very  difficult.  They  are  at  this  mo- 
ment hard  at  work  at  roulette,  and  they  will  come 
readily  enough  to  the  call  if  you  promise  them  lots 
of  Xiersteiner." 

"  By  George  !  they  shall  have  it  in  bucketfuls,  if 
that  can  produce  the  desired  effect.  I  say — we 
must  positively  have  that  chap  who  abused  the 
army." 

"  I  think  it  would  be  advisable  to  let  him  alone. 
I  would  rather  stick  to  the  foreigners." 

"  Oh,  by  Jove,  we  must  have  him  !  I  have  a  slight 
score  to  settle,  for  the  credit  of  the  service." 

"  Well,  but  be  cautious.  Recollect  the  great  mat- 
ter is  to  leave  our  guests  to  themselves." 

"  Never  fear  me.  I  shall  take  care  to  keep  within 
due  bounds.  Now  let  us  look  after  Uncle  Peter." 

We  found  that  respected  individual  in  a  state  of 
high  glee.  His  own  run  of  luck  had  not  been  ex- 
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traordinary  ;  l»ut  tho  Latchley,  who  appeared  to 
possess  a  sort  of  second-sight  in  fixing  on  the 
fortunate  numbers,  had  contrived  to  accumulate 
a  perfect  mountain  of  dollars,  to  the  manifest 
disgust  of  a  profane  Quaker  opposite,  who,  judg- 
ing from  the  violence  of  his  language,  had  been 
thoroughly  cleaned  out.  Mr  Pettigrew  agreed  at 
once  to  the  proposal  for  a  supper-party,  which  Jack 
excused  himself  for  making,  on  the  ground  that  he 
had  a  strong  wish  to  cultivate  the  personal  acquaint- 
ance of  the  gentlemen,  who,  in  the  event  of  his  join- 
ing the  Peace  Society,  would  become  his  brethren. 
After  some  pressing,  Mr  Pettigrew  agreed  to  take 
the  chair,  his  nephew  officiating  as  croupier.  Miss 
Lavinia  Latchley,  so  soon  as  she  learned  what  was 
in  contemplation,  made  a  strong  effort  to  be  allowed 
to  join  the  party ;  but  notwithstanding  her  asser- 
tion of  the  inalienable  rights  of  woman  to  be  pres- 
ent on  all  occasions  of  social  hilarity,  Jack  would 
not  yield ;  and  even  Pettigrew  seemed  to  think 
that  there  were  times  and  seasons  when  the  female 
countenance  might  be  withheld  with  advantage. 
We  found  no  difficulty  whatever  in  furnishing  the 
complement  of  the  guests.  There  were  seventeen 
of  us  in  all — four  Britons,  two  Frenchmen,  a  Hun- 
garian, a  Lombard,  a  Piedmontese,  a  Sicilian,  a 
Neapolitan,  a  Roman,  an  Austrian,  a  Prussian,  a 
Dane,  a  Dutchman,  and  a  Yankee.  The  majority 
exhibited  beards  of  startling  dinn-nsion,  and  f<-\\  of 
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them  appeared  to  regard  soap  in  the  light  of  a  jus- 
tifiable luxury. 

Pettigrew  made  an  admirable  chairman.  Although 
not  conversant  with  any  language  save  his  own,  he 
contrived,  by  means  of  altering  the  terminations  of 
his  words,  to  carry  on  a  very  animated  conversation 
with  all  his  neighbours.  His  Italian  was  superb, 
his  Danish  above  par,  and  his  Sclavonic,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  passable.  The  viands  were  good,  and 
the  wine  abundant;  so  that,  by  the  time  pipes 
were  produced,  we  were  all  tolerably  hilarious. 
The  conversation,  which  at  first  was  general,  now 
took  a  political  turn ;  and  very  grievous  it  was  to 
listen  to  the  tales  of  the  outrages  which  some  of  the 
company  had  sustained  at  the  hands  of  tyrannical 
Governments. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  gentlemen,"  said  one  of 
the  Frenchmen,  "  republics  are  not  a  whit  better 
than  monarchies,  in  so  far  as  the  libert}'  of  the 
people  is  concerned.  Here  am  I  obliged  to  leave 
France,  because  I  was  a  friend  of  that  gallant 
fi-llow,  Ledru  Rollin,  whom  I  hope  one  day  to  see 
at  the  head  of  a  real  Socialist  Government.  Ah, 
won't  wo  set  the  guillotine  once  more  in  motion 
thru!" 

"  Property  is  theft,"  remarked  the  Neapolitan,  sen- 
tent  iously. 

"  I  calculate,  my  fine  chap,  that  you  han't  many 
dollars  of  your  own,  if  you're  of  that  way  of  think- 
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ing ! "  said  the  Yankee,  considerably  scandalised  at 
this  indifference  to  the  rule  of  meuni  and  tuum. 

"  0  Roma  ! "  sighed  the  gentleman  from  the  Eter- 
nal City,  who  was  rather  intoxicated. 

"  Peste  !  what  is  the  matter  with  it  ?  "  asked  one 
of  the  Frenchmen.  "  I  presume  it  stands  where  it 
always  did.  Garqon — un  petit  verre  de  rhom!" 

"  How  can  Rome  be  what  it  was,  when  it  is  pro- 
faned by  the  foot  of  the  stranger?"  replied  he  of 
the  Papal  States. 

"  Ah,  bah  !  you  never  were  better  off  than  under 
the  rule  of  Oudinot." 

"  You  are  a  German,"  said  the  Hungarian  to  the 
Austrian  ;  "what  think  you  of  our  brave  Kossuth?" 

"  I  consider  him  a  pragmatical  ass,"  replied  the 
Austrian,  curtly. 

"  Perhaps  in  that  case,"  interposed  the  Lombard, 
with  a  sneer  that  might  have  done  credit  to  Me- 
phistopheles,  "  the  gentleman  may  feel  inclined 
to  palliate  the  conduct  of  that  satrap  of  tyranny, 
Kadetski?" 

"What!  — old  father  Radctski  !  the  victor  in  a 
hundred  fights!"  cried  the  Austrian  ;  "that  will  I ; 
and  spit  in  the  face  of  any  cowardly  Italian  who 
dares  to  breathe  a  word  against  his  honour!" 

The  Italian  clutched  his  knife. 

"  Hold  there!"  cried  the  Piedmontese,  who  seemed 
really  a  decent  sort  of  fellow.  "  None  of  your  stil- 
etto work  here !  Had  you  Lombards  trusted  more 
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to  the  bayonet  and  less  to  the  knife,  we  might  have 
given  another  account  of  the  Austrian  in  that  cam- 
paign, which  cost  Piedmont  its  king  ! " 

"Carlo  Alberto!"  hissed  the  Lombard,  " scelera- 
tissimo  traditore  I " 

The  reply  of  the  Piedmontese  was  a  pie-dish, 
which  prostrated  the  Lombard  on  the  floor. 

"  Gentlemen !  gentlemen !  for  heaven's  sake,  be 
calm  ! "  screamed  Pettigrew ;  "  remember  we  are  all 
brothers ! " 

"  Brothers  ! "  roared  the  Dane  ;  "  do  ye  think  I 
would  fraternise  with  a  Prussian?  Eemember 
Schleswig-Holstein ! " 

"  I  am  perfectly  calm,"  said  the  Prussian,  with 
the  stiff  formality  of  his  nation ;  "  I  never  quarrel 
over  the  generous  vintage  of  my  fatherland.  Come 
— let  me  give  you  a  song — 

'  Sie  sollen  ihm  nicht  habeu 
Den  Deutschen  freien  Rhein.' " 

"  You  never  were  more  mistaken  in  your  life,  mon 
cher"  said  one  of  the  Frenchmen,  brusquely.  "  Be- 
fore twelve  months  are  over  we  shall  see  who  lias 
right  to  the  Rhine  ! " 

"Ay,  that  is  true!"  remarked  (he  Dutchman; 
"confound  these  Germans — they  wanted  to  annex 
Luxembourg." 

"  \Vhat  says  the  frog?"  asked  the  Prussian,  con- 
temptuously. 
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The  frog  said  nothing,  but  lie  hit  the  Prussian  on 
tin-  teeth. 

I  despair  of  giving  even  a  feeble  impression  of 
the  scene  which  took  place.  Xo  single  pair  of  ears 
was  sufficient  to  catch  one  fourth  of  the  general 
discord.  There  was  first  an  interchange  of  angry 
words ;  then  an  interchange  of  blows ;  and  imme- 
diately after,  the  guests  were  rolling,  in  groups  of 
twos  and  threes,  as  suited  their  fancy,  or  the  adjust- 
ment of  national  animosities,  on  the  ground.  The 
Lombard  rose  not  again ;  the  pie-dish  had  quieted 
him  for  the  night.  But  the  Sicilian  and  Neapolitan 
lay  locked  in  deadly  combat,  each  attempting  with 
intense  animosity  to  bite  off  the  other's  nose.  Tho 
Austrian  caught  the  Hungarian  by  the  throat,  and 
held  him  till  he  was  black  in  the  face.  The  Dane 
pommelled  the  Prussian.  One  of  the  Frenchmen 
broke  a  bottle  over  the  head  of  the  subject  of 
the  Pope  ;  whilst  his  friend,  thirsting  for  the  com- 
bat, attempted  in  vain  to  insult  the  remaining 
non-belligerents.  The  Dutchman  having  done  all 
that  honour  required,  smoked  in  mute  tranquillity. 
Meanwhile  the  cries  of  Uncle  Peter  were  lu-unl 
above  the  din  of  battle,  entreating  a  cessation  of 
hostilities.  Ho  might  as  well  have  preached  to 
the  storm — the  row  grew  fiercer  every  moment. 

"  This  is  a  disgusting  spectacle  ! "  said  the  orator 
from  Manchester.  "Those  men  cannot  bo  tnio 
pacificators — they  must  have  served  in  the  army." 
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"  That  reminds  me,  old  fellow  ! "  said  Jack,  turn- 
ing up  the  cuffs  of  his  coat  with  a  very  ominous 
expression  of  countenance,  "  that  you  were  pleased 
this  morning  to  use  some  impertinent  expressions 
with  regard  to  the  British  army.  Do  you  adhere  to 
what  you  said  then?" 

"  I  do." 

"  Then  up  with  your  mauleys ;  for,  by  the  Lord 
Harry !  I  intend  to  have  satisfaction  out  of  your 
carcass ! " 

And  in  less  than  a  minute  the  Manchester  apostle 
dropped  with  both  his  eyes  bunged  up,  and  did  not 
come  to  time. 

"  Stranger ! "  said  the  Yankee  to  the  Piedmontese, 
"are  you  inclined  for  a  turn  at  gouging?  This 
child  feels  wolfish  to  raise  hair  ! "  But,  to  his  credit 
be  it  said,  the  Piedmontese  declined  the  proposal 
with  a  polite  bow.  Meanwhile  the  uproar  had 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  neighbourhood.  Six 
or  seven  men  in  uniform,  whom  I  strongly  suspect 
to  have  been  members  of  the  brass  band,  entered 
the  apartment  armed  with  bayonets,  and  carried  off 
the  more  obstreperous  of  the  party  to  the  guard- 
house. The  others  immediately  retired,  and  at  last 
Jack  and  I  were  left  alone  with  Mr  Pettigrrw. 

"And  this,"  said  he,  after  a  considerable  pause, 
"  is  fraternity  and  peace  I  These  are  the  men  who 
intended  to  commence  the  reign  of  the  millennium  in 
Europe  !  Give  me  your  hand,  Jack,  my  dear  boy — 
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you  shan't  leave  the  army — nay,  if  yon  do,  rely 
upon  it  I  shall  cut  you  off  with  a  shilling,  and 
mortify  my  fortune  to  the  Woolwich  Hospital.  I 
begin  to  see  that  I  am  an  old  fool.  Stop  a  moment. 
Here  is  a  bottle  of  wine  that  has  fortunately  escaped 
the  devastation — fill  your  glasses,  and  let  us  dedi- 
cate a  full  bumper  to  the  health  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington." 

I  need  hardly  say  that  the  toast  was  responded 
to  with  enthusiasm.  We  finished  not  only  that 
bottle,  but  another ;  and  I  had  the  satisfaction  of 
hearing  Mr  Pettigrew  announce  to  my  friend  Wil- 
kinson that  the  purchase-money  for  his  company 
would  be  forthcoming  at  Coutts's  before  he  was  a 
fortnight  older. 

"  I  won't  affect  to  deny,"  said  Uncle  Peter,  "  that 
this  is  a  great  disappointment  to  me.  I  had  hoped 
better  things  of  human  nature  ;  but  I  now  perceive 
that  I  was  wrong.  Good  night,  my  dear  boys  I  I  am 
a  good  deal  agitated,  as  you  may  see ;  and  perhaps 
this  sour  wine  has  not  altogether  agreed  with  me — 
I  had  better  have  taken  hrandy-and-water.  I  shall 
seek  refuge  on  my  pillow,  and  I  trust  we  may  soon 
meet  again ! " 

"What  did  the  venerable  Peter  mean  by  that 
impressive  farewell?"  said  I,  after  the  excellent  old 
man  had  departed,  shaking  his  head  mournfully  as 
he  went. 

"  Oh,  nothing  at  all,"  said  Jack ;  "  only  the  Nier- 
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steiner  has  been  rather  too  potent  for  him.  Have 
you  any  sticking-plaster  about  you  ?  I  have  dam- 
aged my  knuckles  a  little  on  the  os  frontis  of  that 
eloquent  pacificator." 

Next  morning  I  was  awoke  about  ten  o'clock  by 
Jack,  who  came  rushing  into  my  room. 

"He's  off!"  he  cried. 

"Who's  off?  "said  I. 

"Uncle  Peter;  and,  what  is  far  worse,  he  has 
taken  Miss  Latchley  with  him." 

"Impossible!" 

However,  it  was  perfectly  true.  On  inquiry  we 
found  that  the  enamoured  pair  had  left  at  six  in  the 
morning. 

CHAPTER   III. 

"  Well,  Jack,"  said  I,  "  any  tidings  of  Uncle 
Peter?"  as  Wilkinson  entered  my  official  apart- 
ment in  London,  six  weeks  after  the  dissolution 
of  the  Congress. 

"  Why,  yes — and  the  case  is  rather  worse  than  I 
supposed,"  replied  Jack,  despondingly. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  he  has  married  that 
infi-rnal  woman  in  pantaloons?" 

"  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  but  very  nearly.  She 
has  carried  him  off  to  her  den ;  and  what  sho 
may  make  of  him  there,  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
predict." 
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"Her  den?  Has  she  actually  inveigled  him  to 
America?" 

"  Not  at  all.  These  kind  of  women  have  stations 
established  over  the  whole  face  of  the  earth." 

"  Where,  then,  is  he  located?" 

"  I  shall  tell  you.  In  the  course  of  my  inquiries, 
which,  you  are  aware,  were  rather  extensive,  I 
chanced  to  fall  in  with  a  Yarmouth  Bloater." 

"A  what?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon — I  meant  to  say  a  Plymouth 
Brother.  Now,  these  fellows  are  a  sort  of  regular 
kidnappers,  who  lie  in  wait  to  catch  up  any  person 
of  means  and  substance :  they  don't  meddle  with 
paupers,  for,  as  you  are  aware,  they  share  their 
property  in  common  :  and  it  occurred  to  me  rather 
forcibly,  that  by  means  of  my  friend,  who  was  a 
regular  trapping  missionary,  I  might  learn  some- 
thing about  my  uncle.  It  cost  me  an  immensity 
of  brandy  to  elicit  the  information ;  but  at  last  I 
succeeded  in  bringing  out  the  fact,  that  my  uncle 
is  at  this  moment  the  inmate  of  an  Agapedome  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Southampton,  and  that  the 
Latchley  is  his  appointed  keeper." 

"  An  Agapedome  ! — what  the  mischief  is  that  ?  " 

"You  may  well  ask,"  said  Jack;  "but  I  won't 
give  it  a  coarser  name.  However,  from  all  I  can 
learn,  it  is  as  bad  as  a  Mormonite  institution." 

"And  what  the  deuce  may  they  intend  to  do  with 
him,  now  they  have  him  in  their  pov 
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"Fleece  him  out  of  every  sixpence  of  property 
which  he  possesses  in  the  world,"  replied  Jack. 

"That  won't  do,  Jack!  We  must  get  him  out 
by  some  means  or  other." 

"  I  suspect  it  would  be  an  easier  job  to  scale 
a  nunnery.  So  far  as  I  can  learn,  they  admit  no 
one  into  their  premises,  unless  they  have  hopes  of 
catching  him  as  a  convert ;  and  I  am  afraid  that 
neither  you  nor  I  have  the  look  of  likely  pupils. 
Besides,  the  Latchley  could  not  fail  to  recognise  me 
in  a  moment." 

"That's  true  enough,"  said  I.  "I  think,  how- 
ever, that  I  might  escape  detection  by  a  slight 
alteration  of  attire.  The  lady  did  not  honour  me 
with  much  notice  during  the  half-hour  we  spent  in 
her  company.  I  must  own,  however,  that  I  should 
not  like  to  go  alone." 

"  My  dear  friend  !  "  cried  Jack,  "  if  you  will  really 
be  kind  enough  to  oblige  me  in  this  matter,  I  know 
the  very  man  to  accompany  you.  Eogers  of  ours  is 
in  town  just  now.  He  is  a  famous  fellow — rather 
fast,  perhaps,  and  given  to  larking — but  as  true  as 
steel.  You  shall  meet  him  to-day  at  dinner,  and 
tl i.-ii  we  can  arrange  our  plans." 

I  must  own  that  I  did  not  fool  very  sanguine 
of  success  this  time.  Your  genuine  rogue  is  the 
most  suspicious  character  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
wide  awake  to  a  thousand  little  discrepancies  which 
would  escape  the  observation  of  the  honest;  and  I 
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felt  perfectly  convinced  that  the  superintendent  of 
the  Agapedome  was  likely  to  prove  a  rogue  of  the 
first  water.  Then  I  did  not  see  my  way  clearly 
to  the  characters  which  we  ought  to  assume.  Of 
course,  it  was  no  use  for  me  to  present  myself  as  a 
scion  of  the  Woods  and  Forests ;  I  should  be  treated 
as  a  Government  spy,  and  have  the  door  slapped  in 
my  face.  To  appear  as  an  emissary  of  the  Jesuits 
would  be  dangerous — that  body  being  well  known 
for  their  skill  in  annexing  property.  In  short,  I 
came  to  the  conclusion,  that  unless  I  could  work 
upon  the  cupidity  of  the  head  Agapedomian,  there 
was  no  chance  whatever  of  effecting  Mr  Pettigrew's 
release.  To  this  point,  therefore,  I  resolved  to  turn 
my  attention. 

At  dinner,  according  to  agreement,  I  met  Kogers 
of  ours.  Rogers  was  not  gifted  with  any  powerful 
inventive  faculties ;  but  he  was  a  fine  specimen  of 
the  British  breed,  ready  to  take  a  hand  at  anything 
wh  ii-li  offered  a  prospect  of  fun.  You  would  not 
probably  have  selected  him  as  a  leading  conspir- 
ator ;  but,  though  no  Macchiavelli,  he  appeared 
most  valuable  as  an  accomplice. 

Our  great  difficulty  was  to  pitch  upon  proper 
characters.  After  much  discussion,  it  was  resolved 
that  Rogers  of  ours  should  appear  as  a  young  noble- 
man of  immense  wealth,  but  exceedingly  eccentric 
habits,  and  that  I  should  act  as  bear-leader,  with 
an  eye  to  my  own  interest.  What  we  were  to  do 
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when  we  should  succeed  in  getting  admission  to 
the  establishment,  was  not  very  clear  to  the  per- 
ception of  any  of  us.  We  resolved  to  be  regulated 
entirely  by  circumstances,  the  great  point  being  the 
rescue  of  Mr  Peter  Pettigrew. 

Accordingly,  we  all  started  for  Southampton  on 
the  following  morning.  On  arriving  there,  we  were 
informed  that  the  Agapedome  was  situated  some 
three  miles  from  the  town,  and  that  the  most  extra- 
ordinary legends  of  the  habits  and  pursuits  of  its 
inmates  were  current  in  the  neighbourhood.  No- 
body appeared  to  know  exactly  what  the  Agapedom- 
ians  were.  They  seemed  to  constitute  a  tolerably 
large  society  of  persons,  both  male  and  female ; 
but  whether  they  were  Christians,  Turks,  Jews,  or 
Mohammedans,  was  matter  of  exceeding  disputation. 
They  were  known,  however,  to  be  rich,  and  occa- 
sionally went  out  airing  in  carriages-and-four — the 
women  all  wearing  pantaloons,  to  the  infinite  scan- 
dal of  the  peasantry.  So  far  as  we  could  learn,  no 
gentleman  answering  to  the  description  of  Mr  Petti- 
grew  had  been  seen  among  them. 

After  agreeing  to  open  communications  with  Jack 
as  speedily  as  possible,  and  emptying  a  bottle  of 
ohsmptgBe  towards  the  success  of  our  expedition, 
Rogers  and  I  started  in  a  postchaise  for  the  Aga- 
pedome. Rogers  was  curiously  arrayed  in  gar- 
ments of  checkered  plaid,  a  mere  glance  at  which 
would  have  gone  far  to  impress  any  spectator  witli 
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a  ctrong  notion  of  liis  eccentricity  ;  whilst,  for  my 
part,  I  had  donned  a  suit  of  black,  and  assumed  a 
massive  pair  of  gold  spectacles,  and  a  beaver  with 
a  portentous  rim. 

This  Agapedome  was  a  large  building  surrounded 
by  a  high  wall,  and  looked,  upon  the  whole,  like  a 
convent.  Deeming  it  prudent  to  ascertain  how  the 
land  lay  before  introducing  the  eccentric  Rogers,  I 
requested  that  gallant  individual  to  remain  in  the 
postchaise,  whilst  I  solicited  an  interview  with  Mi- 
Aaron  B.  Hyams,  the  reputed  chief  of  the  establish- 
ment. The  card  I  sent  in  was  inscribed  with  the 
name  of  Dr  Hiram  Smith,  which  appeared  to  me  a 
sufficiently  innocuous  appellation.  After  some  de- 
lay, I  was  admitted  through  a  very  strong  gateway 
into  the  courtyard;  and  was  then  conducted  by  a 
servant  in  a  handsome  livery  to  a  library,  where  I 
was  received  by  Mr  Hyams. 

As  the  Agapedome  has  since  been  broken  up,  and 
ml. ITS  dispersed,  it  may  not  be  uninterest- 
ing to  put  on  record  a  slight  sketch  of  its  founder. 
tTudiring  from  his  countenance,  tin-  progenitors  of 
.Mi  A  iron  P,.  Hyams  must  luivo  been  educated  in 
the  Jewish  persuasion.  His  nose  and  lip  possessed 
that  graceful  curve  which  is  so  characteristic  <>f  the 
Hebrew  race  ;  and  his  eye,  if  not  altogether  of  that 
kind  which  the  poets  d'-H-nate  as  "  eagle."  mi^ht 
not  inaptly  bo  compared  to  that  of  the  turkey-lmx- 
xard.  In  certain  <  :  Ciety  Mr  1 1  vaius  would 
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have  been  esteemed  a  handsome  man.  In  the  door- 
way of  a  warehouse  in  Holywell  Street  he  would 
have  committed  large  havoc  on  the  hearts  of  the 
passing  Leahs  and  Delilahs — for  he  was  a  square- 
built  powerful  man,  with  broad  shoulders  and  bandy 
legs,  and  displayed  on  his  person  as  much  ostenta- 
tious jewellery  as  though  he  had  been  concerned  in 
a  new  spoiling  of  the  Egyptians.  Apparently  he 
was  in  a  cheerful  mood ;  for  before  him  stood  a 
half-emptied  decanter  of  wine,  and  an  odour  as  of 
recently  extinguished  Cubas  was  agreeably  dissem- 
inated through  the  apartment. 

"  Dr  Hiram  Smith,  I  presume  ?  "  said  he.  "  Well, 
Dr  Hiram  Smith,  to  what  fortunate  circumstance  am 
I  indebted  for  the  honour  of  this  visit  ?  " 

"Simply,  sir,  to  this,"  said  I,  "that  I  want  to 
know  you,  and  know  about  you.  Nobody  without 
can  tell  me  precisely  what  your  Agapedome  is,  so  I 
have  come  for  information  to  headquarters.  I  have 
formed  my  own  conclusion.  If  I  am  wrong,  there  is 
no  harm  done  ;  if  I  am  right,  we  may  be  able  to 
make  a  bargain." 

"  Hallo ! "  cried  Hyams,  taken  rather  aback  by 
this  curt  style  of  exordium,  "you  are  a  rum 
customer,  I  reckon.  So  you  want  to  deal,  do  ye? 
Wi-11,  then,  tell  us  what  sort  of  doctor  you  may 
be?  No  use  standing  on  ceremony  with  a  chap 
like  you.  Is  it  M.D.  or  LL.D.  or  D.D.,  or  a  mere 
walking-stick  title  ?  " 

s.s. — ii.  M 
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"  The  title,"  said  I,  "  is  conventional ;  so  you 
may  attribute  it  to  any  origin  you  please.  In 
brief,  I  want  to  know  if  I  can  board  a  pupil  here  ?  " 

"  That  depends  entirely  upon  circumstances,"  re- 
plied Hyams.  "  Who  and  what  is  the  subject  ?  " 

"  A  young  nobleman  of  the  highest  distinction, 
but  of  slightly  eccentric  habits."  Here  Hyams 
pricked  up  his  ears.  "  I  am  not  authorised  to  tell 
his  name ;  but  otherwise,  you  shall  have  the  most 
satisfactory  references." 

"There  is  only  one  kind  of  reference  I  euro 
about,"  interrupted  Hyams,  imitating  at  the  same 
time  the  counting  out  of  imaginary  sovereigns  into 
his  palm. 

"So  much  the  better  —  there  will  be  trouble 
saved,"  said  I.  "  I  perceive,  Mr  Hyams,  you  are 
a  thorough  man  of  business.  In  a  word,  then,  my 
pupil  has  been  going  it  too  fast." 

"Flying  kites  and  post-obits?" 

"  And  all  the  rest  of  it,"  said  I ;  "  blacklegs  in- 
numerable, and  no  end  of  scrapes  in  the  green-room. 
Things  have  come  to  such  a  pass  that  his  father, 
the  Duke,  insists  on  his  being  kept  out  of  the  way 
at  present ;  and  as  taking  him  to  Paris  would  only 
make  matters  worse,  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  might 
locate  him  for  a  time  in  some  quiet  but  cheerful 
establishment,  where  he  could  have  his  reasonable 
swing,  and  no  questions  asked." 

"  I>r  Hiram  Smith  !  ''  cried  Ilyams,  with  enthusi- 
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asm,  "you're  a  regular  trump  !  I  wish  all  the  noble- 
men in  England  would  look  out  for  tutors  like  you." 

"  You  are  exceedingly  complimentary,  Mr  Hyams. 
And  now  that  you  know  my  errand,  may  I  ask  what 
the  Agapedome  is  ?  " 

"  The  Home  of  Love,"  replied  Hyams  ;  "  at  least 
so  I  was  told  by  the  Oxford  gent,  to  whom  I  gave 
half-a-guinea  for  the  title." 

"  And  your  object  ?  " 

"  A  pleasant  retreat — comfortable  home — no  sort 
of  bother  or  ceremony — innocent  attachments  en- 
couraged— and,  in  the  general  case,  community  of 
goods." 

"  Of  which  latter,  I  presume,  Mr  Hyams  is  the 
sole  administrator?" 

"  Right  again,  Doctor ! "  said  Hyams,  with  a  leer 
of  intelligence ;  "  no  use  beating  about  the  bush  with 
you,  I  perceive.  A  single  cashier  for  the  whole  con- 
cern saves  a  world  of  unnecessary  trouble.  Then, 
you  see,  we  have  our  little  matrimonial  arrangements. 
A  young  lady  in  search  of  an  eligible  domicile  comes 
here  and  deposits  her  fortune.  We  provide  her  by- 
and-by  with  a  husband  of  suitable  tastes,  so  that  all 
matters  are  arranged  comfortably.  No  luxury  or 
enjoyment  is  denied  to  the  inmates  of  the  establish- 
ment, which  may  be  compared,  in  short,  to  a  perfect 
aviary,  in  which  you  hear  nothing  from  morning  to 
evening  save  one  continuous  sound  of  billing  and 
cooing." 
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"You  draw  a  fascinating  picture,  Mr  Hyams," 
said  I:  "too  fascinating,  in  fact;  for,  after  what 
you  have  said,  I  doubt  whether  I  should  be  fulfill- 
ing my  duty  to  my  noble  patron  the  Duke,  were  I 
to  expose  his  heir  to  the  influence  of  such  powerful 
temptations." 

"Don't  be  in  the  least  degree  alarmed  about 
that,"  said  Hyams.  "I  shall  take  care  that  in 
this  case  there  is  no  chance  of  marriage.  Harkye, 
Doctor,  it  is  rather  against  our  rules  to  admit 
parlour  boarders ;  but  I  don't  mind  doing  it  in 
this  case,  if  you  agree  to  my  terms,  which  are  one 
hundred  and  twenty  guineas  per  month." 

"  On  the  part  of  the  Duke,"  said  I,  "  I  anticipate 
no  objection ;  nor  shall  I  refuse  your  stamped  re- 
ceipts at  that  rate.  But  as  I  happen  to  be  pay- 
master, I  shall  certainly  not  give  you  in  exchange 
for  each  of  them  more  than  seventy  guineas,  which 
will  leave  you  a  very  pretty  profit  over  and  above 
your  expenses." 

"  What  a  screw  you  are,  Doctor  I  "  cried  Hyams. 
"  Would  you  have  the  conscience  to  pocket  fifty  for 
nothing?  Come,  come — make  it  eighty  and  it's  a 
bargain." 

"  Seventy  is  my  last  word.  Beard  of  Mordecai, 
man  1  do  you  think  I  am  going  to  surrender  this 
pigeon  to  your  hands  gratis  ?  Have  I  not  told  you 
already  that  he  has  a  natural  turn  for  ecarte  I " 

"  Ah,  Doctor,  Doctor  1  you  must  be  one  of  our 
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people — you  must  indeed  !  "  said  Hyams.  "  Well, 
is  it  a  bargain  ?  " 

"  Not  yet,"  said  I.  "In  common  decency,  and 
for  the  sake  of  appearances,  I  must  stay  for  a  couple 
of  days  in  the  house,  in  order  that  I  may  be  able  to 
give  a  satisfactory  report  to  the  Duke.  By  the  way, 
I  hope  everything  is  quite  orthodox  here — nothing 
contrary  to  the  tenets  of  the  Church  ?  " 

"  Oh,  quite,"  replied  Hyams ;  "  it  is  a  beautiful 
establishment  in  point  of  order.  The  bell  rings 
every  day  punctually  at  four  o'clock." 

"For  prayers?" 

"  No,  sir  —  for  hockey.  We  find  that  a  little 
lively  exercise  gives  a  cheerful  tone  to  the  mind, 
and  promotes  those  animal  spirits  which  are  the 
peculiar  boast  of  the  Agapedome." 

"  I  am  quite  satisfied,"  said  I.  "  So  now,  if  you 
please,  I  shall  introduce  my  pupil." 

I  need  not  dwell  minutely  upon  the  particulars 
of  the  interview  which  took  place  between  Kogers 
of  ours  and  the  superintendent  of  the  Agapedome. 
Indeed  there  is  little  to  record.  Rogers  received  the 
intimation  that  this  was  to  be  his  residence  for  a  sea- 
son with  the  utmost  nonchalance,  simply  remarking 
that  he  thought  it  would  be  rather  slow ;  and  then, 
by  way  of  keeping  up  his  character,  filled  himself  a 
bumper  of  sherry.  Mr  Hyams  regarded  him  as  a 
spider  might  do  when  some  unknown  but  rather 
powerful  insect  comes  within  the  precincts  of  his  net. 


182  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  Well,"  said  Rogers,  "  since  it  seems  I  am  to  be 
quartered  here,  what  sort  of  fun  is  to  be  had?  Any 
racket-court,  eh?" 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,  my  Lord,  ours  is  not  built  as 
yet.  But  at  four  o'clock  we  shall  have  hockey " 

"  Hang  hockey !  I  have  no  fancy  for  getting 
my  shins  bruised.  Anybody  in  the  house  except 
myself?" 

"  If  your  Lordship  would  like  to  visit  the 
ladies " 

"  Say  no  more  !  "  cried  Rogers,  impetuously.  "  I 
shall  manage  to  kill  time  now !  Hallo,  you  fellow  with 
the  shoulder-knot !  show  me  the  way  to  the  drawing- 
room  ;  "  and  Rogers  straightway  disappeared. 

"  Doctor  Hiram  Smith  ! "  said  Hyams,  looking 
rather  discomposed,  "  this  is  most  extraordinary 
conduct  on  the  part  of  your  pupil." 

"  Not  at  all  extraordinary,  I  assure  you,"  I 
replied ;  "  I  told  you  he  was  rather  eccentric,  but 
at  present  he  is  in  a  peculiarly  quiet  mood.  Wait- 
till  you  see  his  animal  spirits  up !" 

"  Why,  he'll  be  the  ruin  of  the  Agapedome  ! " 
cried  Hyams ;  "  I  cannot  possibly  permit  this." 

"  It  will  rather  puzzle  you  to  stop  it,"  said  I. 

Here  a  faint  squall,  followed  by  a  sound  of  sup- 
pressed giggling,  was  heard  in  the  passage  without. 

"  Holy  Moses ! "  cried  the  Agapedomian,  starting 
up,  "  if  Mrs  Hyams  should  happen  to  be  there  !" 

"  You  may  rely  upon  it  she  will  very  soon  become 
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accustomed  to  his  Lordship's  eccentricities.  Why, 
you  told  me  you  admitted  of  no  sort  of  bother  or 
ceremony." 

"  Yes — but  a  joke  may  be  carried  too  far.  As  I 
live,  he  is  pursuing  one  of  the  ladies  down-stairs 
into  the  courtyard  ! " 

"  Is  he  ? "  said  I ;  "  then  you  may  be  tolerably 
certain  he  will  overtake  her." 

"  Surely  some  of  the  servants  will  stop  him  ! " 
cried  Hyams,  rushing  to  the  window.  "Yes — 
here  comes  one  of  them.  Father  Abraham  !  is  it 
possible  ?  He  has  knocked  Adoniram  down  ! " 

"  Nothing  more  likely,"  said  I ;  "  his  Lordship 
had  lessons  from  Mendozu." 

"  I  must  look  to  this  myself,"  cried  Hyams. 

"  Then  I'll  follow  and  see  fair-play,"  said  I. 

We  rushed  into  the  court ;  but  by  this  time  it 
was  empty.  The  pursued  and  the  pursuer — 
Daphne  and  Apollo  —  had  taken  flight  into  the 
garden.  Thither  we  followed  them,  Hyams  red 
with  ire ;  but  no  trace  was  seen  of  the  fugitives. 
At  last  in  an  acacia  bower  we  heard  murmurs. 
Hyams  dashed  on;  I  followed:  and  there,  to  my 
unutterable  surprise,  I  beheld  Rogers  of  ours  kneel- 
ing at  the  feet  of  the  Latelilry  ! 

"Beautiful  Lavinia!"  he  was  saying,  just  as  wo 
turned  the  corner. 

"Sister  Latchley!"  cried  Hyams,  "what  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this  ?  " 
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"  Rather  let  me  ask,  brotlier  Hyams,"  said  the 
Latchley,  in  unabashed  serenity,  "  what  means  this 
intrusion,  so  foreign  to  the  time,  and  so  subversive 
of  the  laws  of  our  society  ?  " 

"  Shall  I  pound  him,  Lavinia  ? "  said  Rogers, 
evidently  anxious  to  discharge  a  slight  modicum 
of  the  debt  which  he  owed  to  the  Jewish  fraternity. 

"  I  command — I  beseech  you,  no  !  Speak,  brother 
Hyams  !  I  again  require  of  you  to  state  why  and 
wherefore  you  have  chosen  to  violate  the  funda- 
mental rules  of  the  Agapedome  ? " 

"  Sister  Latchley,  you  will  drive  me  mad  !  This 
young  man  has  not  been  ten  minutes  in  the  house, 
and  yet  I  find  him  scampering  after  you  like  a  tom- 
cat, and  knocking  down  Adoniram  because  he  came 
in  his  way,  and  you  are  apparently  quite  pleased  ! " 

"  Is  the  influence  of  love  measured  by  hours  ? " 
asked  the  Latchley,  in  a  tone  of  deep  sentiment. 
"Count  we  electricity  by  time — do  we  mete  out 
sympathy  by  the  dial  ?  Brother  Hyams,  were  not 
your  intellectual  vision  obscured  by  a  dull  and 
earthly  film,  you  would  know  that  the  passage 
of  the  lightning  is  not  more  rapid  than  the  flash 
of  kindled  love." 

"  That  sounds  all  very  fine,"  said  Hyams,  "  but 
I  shall  allow  no  such  doings  here  ;  and  you,  in 
particular,  Sister  Latchley,  considering  how  you 
are  situated,  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself!" 

"Aaron,  my  man,"  said  Rogers  of  ours,  "\vill 
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you  be  good  enough  to  explain  what  you  mean 
by  making  such  insinuations  ? " 

"  Stay,  my  Lord,"  said  I ;  "  I  really  must  inter- 
pose. Mr  Hyams  is  about  to  explain." 

"  May  I  never  discount  bill  again,"  cried  the 
Jew,  "  if  this  is  not  enough  to  make  a  man  for- 
swear the  faith  of  his  fathers  !  Look  you  here, 
Miss  Latchley ;  you  are  part  of  the  establishment, 
and  I  expect  you  to  obey  orders." 

"  I  was  not  aware,  sir,  until  this  moment,"  said 
Miss  Latchley,  loftily,  "  that  I  was  subject  to  the 
orders  of  any  one." 

"  Now,  don't  be  a  fool ;  there's  a  dear  ! "  said 
Hyams.  "You  know  well  enough  what  I  mean. 
Haven't  you  enough  on  hand  with  Pettigrew, 
without  encumbering  yourself ?"  and  he  stop- 
ped short. 

"  It  is  a  pity,  sir,"  said  Miss  Latchley,  still  more 
magnificently — "  it  is  a  vast  pity,  that  since  you 
have  the  meanness  to  invent  falsehoods,  you  cannot 
at  the  same  time  command  the  courage  to  utter 
them.  Why  am  I  thus  insulted?  Who  is  this 
Pettigrew  you  speak  of?" 

"Pettigrew— Pettigrew?"  remarked  Rogers;  "I 
say,  Dr  Smith,  was  not  that  the  name  of  the  man 
who  is  gone  amissing,  and  for  whose  discovery  his 
friends  are  offering  a  reward  ?  " 

Hyams  started  as  if  stung  by  an  adder.  "  Sister 
Latchley,"  he  said,  "  I  fear  I  was  in  the  wrong." 
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"You  have  made  the  discovery  ralh'-r  too  late, 
Mr  Hyains,"  replied  the  irate  Lavinia.  "After  tho 
insults  you  have  heaped  upon  me,  it  is  full  time  wo 
should  part.  Perhaps  these  gentlemen  will  be  kind 
enough  to  conduct  an  unprotected  female  to  a  tem- 
porary home." 

"  If  you  will  go,  you  go  alone,  madam,"  said 
Hyams  ;  "  his  Lordship  intends  to  remain  here." 

"  His  Lordship  intends  to  do  nothing  of  the  sort, 
you  rascal,"  said  Rogers.  "Hockey  don't  agree  with 
my  constitution." 

"  Before  I  depart,  Mr  Hyams,"  said  Miss  Latch  ley, 
"  let  me  remark  that  you  are  indebted  to  me  in  the 
sum  of  two  thousand  pounds,  as  my  share  of  the 
profits  of  the  establishment.  Will  you  pay  it  now, 
or  would  you  prefer  to  wait  till  you  hear  from  my 
solicitor?" 

"Anything  more?"  asked  the  Agapedomian. 

u  Merely  this,"  said  I :  "  I  am  now  fully  aware 
that  Mr  Peter  Pettigrew  is  detained  within  these 
walls.  Surrender  him  instantly,  or  prepare  yourself 
for  the  worst  penalties  of  the  law." 

I  made  a  fearful  blunder  in  betraying  my  secret 
before  I  was  clear  of  the  premises,  and  the  words 
had  scarcely  passed  my  lips  before  I  was  aware  of 
my  mistake.  With  the  look  of  a  detected  demon, 
Hyams  confronted  us. 

"Ho,  ho!  this  is  a  conspiracy,  is  it?  But  you 
have  reckoned  without  your  host.  Ho,  there ! 
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Jonathan — Asahel !  close  the  doors,  ring  the  great 
bell,  and  let  no  man  pass  on  your  lives  !  And  now 
let's  see  what  stuff  you  are  made  of ! " 

So  saying,  the  ruffian  drew  a  life-preserver  from 
his  pocket,  and  struck  furiously  at  my  head  before 
I  had  time  to  guard  myself.  But  quick  as  he  was, 
Rogers  of  ours  was  quicker.  With  his  left  hand  he 
caught  the  arm  of  Hyams  as  the  blow  descended, 
whilst  with  the  right  he  dealt  him  a  fearful  blow  on 
the  temple,  which  made  the  Hebrew  stagger.  But 
Hyams,  amongst  his  other  accomplishments,  had 
practised  in  the  ring.  He  recovered  himself  almost 
immediately,  and  rushed  upon  Rogers.  Several 
heavy  hits  were  interchanged  ;  and  there  is  no  say- 
ing how  the  combat  might  have  terminated,  but 
for  the  presence  of  mind  of  the  Latchley.  That 
gifted  female,  superior  to  the  weakness  of  her  sex, 
caught  up  the  life-preserver  from  the  ground,  and 
applied  it  so  effectually  to  the  back  of  Hyam's 
skull,  that  he  dropped  like  an  ox  in  the  slaughter- 
house. 

Meanwhile  the  alarm-bell  was  ringing — women 
were  screaming  at  the  windows,  from  which  also 
several  crazy-looking  gentlemen  were  gesticulating ; 
and  three  or  four  truculent  Israelites  were  rushing 
through  the  courtyard.  The  whole  Agapedome  was 
in  an  uproar. 

"  Keep  together  and  fear  nothing  !  "  cried  Rogers. 
"  I  never  stir  on  these  kind  of  expeditions  without 
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my  pistols.  Smith — give  your  arm  to  Miss  Latchley, 
who  has  behaved  like  the  heroine  of  Saragossa ;  and 
now  let  us  see  if  any  of  these  scoundrels  will  ven- 
ture to  dispute  our  way  ! " 

But  for  the  firearms  which  Kogers  carried,  I 
suspect  our  egress  would  have  been  disputed. 
Jonathan  and  Asahel,  red -headed  ruffians  both, 
stood  ready  with  iron  bars  in  their  hands  to  oppose 
our  exit ;  but  a  glimpse  of  the  bright  glittering 
barrel  caused  them  to  change  their  purpose.  Rogers 
commanded  them,  on  pain  of  instant  death,  to  open 
the  door.  They  obeyed  ;  and  we  emerged  from  the 
Agapedome  as  joyfully  as  the  Ithacans  from  the 
cave  of  Polyphemus.  Fortunately  the  chaise  was 
still  in  waiting :  we  assisted  Miss  Latchley  in,  and 
drove  off,  as  fast  as  the  horses  could  gallop,  to 
Southampton. 

CHAPTER    IV. 

"  Is  it  possible  they  can  have  murdered  him  ?  " 
said  Jack. 

"  That,  I  think,"  said  I,  "  is  highly  improbable. 
I  rather  imagine  that  he  has  refused  to  conform  to 
some  of  the  rules  of  the  association,  and  has  been 
committed  to  the  custody  of  Messrs  Jonathan  and 
Asahel." 

"  Shall  I  ask  Lavinia?  "  said  Rogers.  "I  daresay 
she  would  tell  me  all  about  it." 
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"Better  not,"  said  I,  "in  the  meantime.  Poor 
thing  I  her  nerves  must  be  shaken." 

"Not  a  whit  of  them,"  replied  Eogers.  "I  saw  no 
symptom  of  nerves  about  her.  She  was  as  cool  as 
a  cucumber  when  she  floored  that  infernal  Jew ;  and 
if  she  should  be  a  little  agitated  or  so,  she  is  calm- 
ing herself  at  this  moment  with  a  glass  of  brandy- 
and-water.  I  mixed  it  for  her.  Do  you  know  she's 
a  capital  fellow,  only  'tis  a  pity  she's  so  very  plain." 

"I  wish  the  police  would  arrive  I"  said  Jack.  "We 
have  really  not  a  minute  to  lose.  Poor  Uncle  Peter ! 
I  devoutly  trust  this  may  be  the  last  of  his  freaks." 

"  I  hope  so  too,  Jack,  for  your  sake  :  it  is  no  joke 
rummaging  him  out  of  such  company.  But  for 
Rogers  there,  we  should  all  of  us  have  been  as 
dead  as  pickled  herrings." 

"  I  bear  a  charmed  life,"  said  Rogers.  "  Remem- 
ber I  belong  to  l  the  Immortals.'  But  there  come 
the  blue -coats  in  a  couple  of  carriages.  'Gad, 
Wilkinson,  I  wish  it  were  our  luck  to  storm  the 
Agapedome  with  a  score  of  our  own  fellows  ! " 

During  our  drive,  Rogers  enlightened  us  as  to 
his  encounter  with  the  Latchley.  It  appeared  that 
he  had  bestowed  considerable  attention  to  our  con- 
versation in  London ;  and  that,  when  he  hurried  to 
the  drawing-room  in  the  Agapedome,  as  already  re- 
lated, he  thought  he  recognised  the  Latchley  at 
once,  in  the  midst  of  half-a-dozen  more  juvenik-  and 
blooming  sisters. 
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"  Of  course  I  never  read  a  word  of  the  woman's 
works,"  said  Rogers,  "and  I  hope  I  never  shall; 
but  I  know  that  female  vanity  will  stand  any 
amount  of  butter.  So  I  bolted  into  the  room,  with- 
out caring  for  the  rest — though,  by  the  way,  there 
was  one  little  girl  with  fair  hair  and  blue  eyes,  who, 
I  hope,  has  not  left  the  Agapedome — threw  myself 
at  the  feet  of  Lavinia  ;  declared  that  I  was  a  young 
nobleman,  enamoured  of  her  writings,  who  was  re- 
solved to  force  my  way  through  iron  bars  to  gain  a 
glimpse  of  the  bright  original :  and,  upon  the  whole, 
I  think  you  must  allow  that  I  managed  matters 
rather  successfully." 

There  could  be  but  one  opinion  as  to  that.  In 
fact,  without  Rogers,  the  whole  scheme  must  have 
miscarried.  It  was  Kellermann's  charge,  unexpected 
and  unauthorised — but  altogether  triumphant. 

On  arriving  at  the  Agapedome  we  found  the  door 
open,  and  three  or  four  peasants  loitering  round  the 
gateway. 

"  Are  they  here  still  ?  "  cried  Jack,  springing  from 
the  chaise. 

"  Noa,  measter,"  replied  one  of  the  bystanders  ; 
"  they  be  gone  an  hour  past  in  four  carrutches,  wi' 
all  their  goods  and  chuckles." 

"  Did  they  carry  any  one  with  them  by  force  ?  " 

"  Noa,  not  by  force,  as  I  seed  ;  but  there  wore  one 
chap  among  them  woundily  raddled  on  the  sconce." 

"  Hyams  to  wit,  I  suppose.     Come,  gentlemen  ; 
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as  we  have  a  search-warrant,  let  us  in  and  examine 
the  premises  thoroughly." 

Short  as  was  the  interval  which  had  elapsed  be- 
tween our  exit  and  return,  Messrs  Jonathan,  Asahel, 
and  Co.  had  availed  themselves  of  it  to  the  utmost. 
Every  portable  article  of  any  value  had  been  re- 
moved. Drawers  were  open,  and  papers  scattered 
over  the  floors,  along  with  a  good  many  pairs  of 
bloomers  rather  the  worse  for  the  wear :  in  short, 
everything  seemed  to  indicate  that  the  nest  was 
finally  abandoned.  What  curious  discoveries  we 
made  during  the  course  of  our  researches,  as  to  the 
social  habits  and  domestic  economy  of  this  happy 
family,  I  shall  not  venture  to  recount ;  we  came 
there  not  to  gratify  either  private  or  public  curiosity, 
but  to  perform  a  sacred  duty  by  emancipating  Mr 
Peter  Pettigrew. 

Neither  in  the  cellars  nor  the  closets,  nor  even  in 
the  garrets,  could  we  find  any  trace  of  the  lost  one. 
The  contents  of  one  bedroom,  indeed,  showed  that 
it  had  been  formerly  tenanted  by  Mr  Pettigrew, 
for  there  were  his  portmanteaus  with  his  name  en- 
graved upon  them ;  his  razors,  and  his  wearing 
apparel,  all  seemingly  untouched :  but  there  were 
no  marks  of  any  recent  occupancy  ;  the  dust  was 
gathering  on  the  table,  and  the  ewer  perfectly  dry. 
It  was  the  opinion  of  the  detective  officer  that  at 
least  ten  days  had  elapsed  since  any  one  had  slept 
in  the  room.  Jack  became  givutly  alarmod. 
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"  I  suppose,"  said  ho,  "  there  is  nothing  for  it  but 
to  proceed  immediately  in  pursuit  of  Hyams  :  do 
you  think  you  will  be  able  to  apprehend  him  ?  " 

"  I  doubt  it  very  much,  sir,"  replied  the  detective 
officer.  "  These  sort  of  fellows  are  wide  awake,  and 
are  always  prepared  for  accidents.  I  expect  that, 
by  this  time,  he  is  on  his  way  to  France.  But  hush ! 
—what  was  that?" 

A  dull  sound  as  of  the  clapper  of  a  large  bell 
boomed  overhead.  There  was  silence  for  about  a 
minute,  and  again  it  was  repeated. 

"  Here  is  a  clue,  at  all  events  ! "  cried  the  officer. 
"  My  life  on  it,  there  is  some  one  in  the  belfry." 

We  hastened  up  the  narrow  stairs  which  led  to 
the  tower.  Half-way  up,  the  passage  was  barred 
by  a  stout  door,  double  locked,  which  the  officer 
had  some  difficulty  in  forcing  with  the  aid  of  a 
crow-bar.  This  obstacle  removed,  we  reached  the 
lofty  room  where  the  bell  was  suspended  ;  and  there, 
right  under  the  clapper,  on  a  miserable  truckle-bed, 
lay  the  emaciated  form  of  Mr  Pettigrew. 

"  My  poor  uncle  I "  said  Jack,  stooping  tenderly 
to  embrace  his  relative,  "what  can  have  brought 
you  here?" 

"  Speak  louder,  Jack ! "  said  Mr  Pettigrew  ;  "  I 
can't  hear  you.  For  twelve  long  days  that  infernal 
bell  has  been  tolling  just  above  my  head  for  hockey 
and  other  villanous  purposes.  I  am  as  deaf  as  a 
door-nail  ! " 
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"  And  so  thin,  dear  uncle  !  You  must  have  been 
most  shamefully  abused." 

"  Simply  starved  ;  that's  all." 

"What!  starved?  The  monsters!  Did  they 
give  you  nothing  to  eat?" 

"  Yes — broccoli.  I  wish  you  would  try  it  for  a 
week :  it  is  a  rare  thing  to  bring  out  the  bones." 

"And  why  did  they  commit  this  outrage  upon 
you?" 

"For  two  especial  reasons,  I  suppose — first,  be- 
cause I  would  not  surrender  my  whole  property ; 
and,  secondly,  because  I  would  not  marry  Miss 
Latchley." 

"  My  dear  uncle  !  when  I  saw  you  last,  it  appeared 
to  me  that  you  would  have  had  no  objections  to  per- 
form the  latter  ceremony." 

"  Not  on  compulsion,  Jack — not  on  compulsion ! " 
said  Mr  Pettigrew,  with  a  touch  of  his  old  humour. 
"  I  won't  deny  that  I  was  humbugged  by  her  at 
first,  but  this  was  over  long  ago." 

"  Indeed !  Pray,  may  I  venture  to  ask  what 
changed  your  opinion  of  the  lady  ? " 

"Her  works,  Jack — her  own  works!"  replied 
Uncle  Peter.  "  She  gave  me  them  to  read  as  soon 
as  I  was  fairly  trapped  into  the  Agapedorne,  and 
such  an  awful  collection  of  impiety  and  presumption 
I  never  saw  before.  She  is  ten  thousand  times 
worse  than  the  deceased  Thomas  Paine." 

"Was  she,  then,  party  to  your  incarceration?" 
s.s. — ii.  N 
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"I  won't  say  that.  I  hardly  think  she  would 
have  consented  to  let  them  harm  me,  or  that  she 
knew  exactly  how  I  was  used;  but  that  fellow 
Hyams  is  wicked  enough  to  have  been  an  officer 
under  King  Herod.  Now,  pray  help  me  up,  and 
lift  me  down -stairs,  for  my  legs  are  so  cramped 
that  I  can't  walk,  and  my  head  is  as  dizzy  as  a 
wheeL  That  confounded  broccoli,  too,  has  dis- 
agreed with  my  constitution,  and  I  shall  feel  par- 
ticularly obliged  to  any  one  who  can  assist  me 
to  a  drop  of  brandy." 

After  having  ministered  to  the  immediate  wants 
of  Mr  Pettigrew,  and  secured  his  effects,  we  re- 
turned to  Southampton,  leaving  the  deserted  Aga- 
pedome  in  the  charge  of  a  couple  of  police.  In 
spite  of  every  entreaty,  Mr  Pettigrew  would  not 
hear  of  entering  a  prosecution  against  Hyams. 

"  I  feel,"  said  he,  "  that  I  have  made  a  thorough 
ass  of  myself;  and  I  should  not  be  able  to  stand 
the  ridicule  that  must  follow  a  disclosure  of  the 
consequences.  In  fact,  I  begin  to  think  that  I  am 
not  fit  to  look  after  my  own  affairs.  The  man  who 
has  spent  twelve  days,  as  I  have,  under  the  clapper 
of  a  bell,  without  any  other  sustenance  than  broc- 
coli—  is  there  any  more  brandy  in  the  flask?  I 
should  like  the  merest  drop, — the  man,  I  say,  who 
has  undergone  these  trials,  has  ample  time  for 
meditation  upon  the  past.  I  see  my  weakness, 
and  I  acknowledge  it.  So  Jack,  my  dear  boy,  as 
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you  have  always  behaved  to  me  more  like  a  son 
than  a  nephew,  I  intend,  immediately  on  my  return 
to  London,  to  settle  my  whole  property  upon  you, 
merely  reserving  an  annuity.  Don't  say  a  word  on 
the  subject.  My  mind  is  made  up,  and  nothing  can 
alter  my  resolution." 

On  arrival  at  Southampton  we  considered  it  our 
duty  to  communicate  immediately  with  Miss  Latch- 
ley,  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  if  we  could 
render  her  any  temporary  assistance.  Perhaps  it 
was  more  than  she  deserved;  but  we  could  not 
forget  her  sex,  though  she  had  done  everything  in 
her  power  to  disguise  it ;  and  besides,  the  lucky 
blow  with  the  life-preserver  which  she  administered 
to  Hyams,  was  a  service  for  which  we  could  not 
be  otherwise  than  grateful.  Jack  Wilkinson  was 
selected  as  the  medium  of  communication.  He 
found  the  strong  Lavinia  alone,  and  perfectly 
composed. 

"I  wish  never  more,"  said  she,  "to  hear  the 
name  of  Pettigrew.  It  is  associated  in  my  mind 
with  weakness,  fanaticism,  and  vacillation  ;  and  I 
shall  ever  feel  humbled  at  the  reflection  that  I 
bowed  my  woman's  pride  to  gaze  on  the  surface 
of  so  shallow  and  opaque  a  pool !  And  yet,  why 
regret  ?  The  image  of  the  sun  is  reflected  equally 
from  the  Boeotian  marsh  and  the  mirror  of  the  clear 
Ontario !  Tell  your  uncle,"  continued  she,  after  a 
pause,  "  that  as  he  is  nothing  to  me,  so  I  wish  to 
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be  nothing  to  him.  Let  us  mutually  extinguish 
memory.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — so  they  fed  him,  you  say, 
upon  broccoli  ? 

"  But  I  have  one  message  to  give,  though  not  to 
him.  The  youth  who,  in  the  nobility  of  his  soul, 
declared  his  passion*  for  my  intellect — where  is  he  ? 
I  tarry  beneath  this  roof  but  for  him.  Do  my 
message  fairly,  and  say  to  him  that  if  he  seeks  a 
communion  of  soul — no  1  that  is  the  common  phrase 
of  the  slaves  of  antiquated  superstition — if  he  yearns 
for  a  grand  amalgamation  of  essential  passion  and 
power,  let  him  hasten  hither,  and  Lavinia  Latchley 
is  ready  to  accompany  him  to  the  prairie  or  the 
forest,  to  the  torrid  zone  or  to  the  confines  of  the 
arctic  seas  I " 

"  I  shall  deliver  your  message,  ma'am,"  said  Jack, 
"  as  accurately  as  my  abilities  will  allow."  And  he 
did  so. 

Kogers  of  ours  writhed  uneasily  in  his  seat. 

"  Til  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  fine  fellows,"  said  he ; 
"  I  don't  look  upon  this  quite  as  a  laughing  matter. 
I  am  really  sorry  to  have  taken  hi  the  old  woman, 
though  I  don't  see  how  we  could  well  have  helped  it ; 
and  I  would  far  rather,  Jack,  that  she  had  fixed  her 
affections  upon  you  than  on  me.  I  shall  get  infer- 
nally roasted  at  the  mess  if  this  story  should  tran- 
spire. However,  I  suppose  there's  only  one  answer 
to  be  given.  Pray,  present  my  most  humble  re- 
spects, and  say  how  exceedingly  distressed  I  feel 
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that  my  professional  engagements  will  not  permit 
me  to  accompany  her  in  her  proposed  expedition." 

Jack  reported  the  answer  in  due  form. 

"  Then,"  said  Lavinia,  drawing  herself  up  to  her 
full  height,  and  shrouding  her  visage  in  a  black 
veil,  "tell  him  that  for  his  sake  I  am  resolved  to 
die  a  virgin  !  " 

I  presume  she  will  keep  her  word  ;  at  least  I  have 
not  yet  heard  that  any  one  has  been  courageous 
enough  to  request  her  to  change  her  situation. 
She  has  since  returned  to  America,  and  is  now, 
I  believe,  the  president  of  a  female  college,  the 
students  of  which  may  be  distinguished  from  the 
rest  of  their  sex  by  their  uniform  adoption  of 
bloomers. 


MAGA'S    BIRTHDAY. 

^ETATIS,    FIVE    HUNDRED. 
[MAGA.    JUNE  1857.] 

[These  verses,  written  by  the  late  LORD  NEAVES,  appeared  in 
the  five-hundredth  number  of  "MAGA"  on  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  her  birthday.] 

DEAR  reader  of  MAGA,  to  whom  it  is  given 

To  feast  on  the  Number  for  June,  fifty-seven, — 

Cast  your  eye  on  the  cover,  and  there  you  will  see 

(On  the  title  page  also)  a  mystical  D. 

Right  over  the  head  of  Buchanan  the  sage, 

Appears  that  astounding  announcement  of  age  ; 

Proclaiming  that  MAGA  now  dazzles  the  earth, 

For  the  FIVE-HUNDREDTH  time  since  the  hour  of  her  birth ! 

Far  back  though  the  date  of  her  origin  be, 
Yet  never  an  infant  or  nursling  was  she  ! 
Full-clad  and  accoutred  she  stepped  on  the  plain, 
Like  Minerva  when  springing  from  Jupiter's  brain. 
For  beauty,  and  wisdom,  and  strength  were  her  dower, 
And  a  voice  that  was  thrilling  with  passion  and  power : 
As  Bradamant  fearless,  as  Britomart  bold, 
So  rose  the  bright  virgin  in  armour  of  gold  ! 
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She  spoke — and  her  words  were  so  witching  and  sweet, 
That  thousands  knelt  down  at  her  conquering  feet. 
She  sang — and  her  lay  was  so  melting  and  clear, 
Like  the  nightingale's  note  when  the  morning  is  near, 
That  the  hearts  of  the  sternest  grew  soften'd  and  mild, 
And  they  said,  as  they  gazed  on  the  wonderful  child, 
"  Was  ever  so  peerless  a  paragon  seen  ? 
Let's  crown  her  with  laurel, — let  MAGA  be  Queen  ! " 

All  things  that  were  loathsome  and  guilty  and  vile, 
They  quailed  at  her  glance,  and  they  shrunk  from  her  smile, 
They  fled  from  her  sceptre  in  terror  and  fear, 
For  its  touch  was  like  that  of  Ithuriel's  spear. 
And  Falsehood  and  Quackery,  rampant  till  then, 
Scowled  fiercely  upon  her  and  skulked  to  their  den, 
And  impotent  Envy  drew  off  to  a  side, 
As  Maga  swept  by  in  her  pomp  and  her  pride. 

Years  passed  ;  but  no  wrinkle  was  writ  on  her  brow, 
It  was  fair  at  her  birth,  it  is  beautiful  now  ; 
And  round  her  was  marshalled  a  generous  band 
Of  sages  and  poets,  the  first  in  the  land, 
Of  masters  whose  words,  like  the  dew  of  the  night, 
Brought  healing,  and  comfort,  and  balm,  and  delight. 
Oh  never  since  Arthur's  round  Table  was  seen, 
Has  so  gallant  a  fellowship  circled  a  Queen  ! 

When  blew  the  loud  trump  as  the  signal  of  war, 
And  MAGA  in  majesty  came  from  afar, 
Then  dread  and  dismay  smote  the  Radical  clan, 
For  they  knew  the  brave  banner  displayed  in  the  van; 
And  the  Balaks  of  Whiggery,  trembling  and  pale, 
Sent  messengers  off  by  the  post  or  the  rail, 
To  bid  their  false  prophets,  their  Balaams,  or  worse, 
to  extinguish  the  maid  with  a  curse. 
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But  curses,  like  stones  when  they  upwards  are  thrown, 
Fall  back  on  the  heads  of  the  casters  alone  ; 
And  sad  was  the  plight  of  the  self-stricken  crew, 
As  battered  and  lame  from  the  field  they  withdrew. 
Still  flaunted  her  banner,  still  first  was  it  found, 
When  the  eddies  of  battle  were  raging  around  ; 
And  the  shafts  of  the  foemen,  though  heavy  as  hail, 
Ne'er  lit  on  a  rivet  or  chink  of  her  mail. 

When  Pallas  and  Juno  came  down  from  the  sky 
For  the  guerdon  of  beauty  with  Venus  to  vie, 
Like  maids  in  their  teens,  though  the  years  of  the  three 
Were  many,  ere  Tenedos  rose  from  the  sea — 
So  dazzled  was  Paris,  he  scarce  could  declare, 
Which  Deity  bloomed  most  bewitchingly  fair  ; 
But  a  different  judgment  that  day  there  had  been, 
If  MAQA,  the  peerless,  had  stepped  on  the  green ! 

Then  long  may  she  flourish  in  beauty  and  worth, 
The  loved  of  the  muses,  the  pride  of  the  North  ! 
Long,  long  may  she  shine  in  her  bountiful  light, 
Like  the  ruddy  Aurora  that  kindles  the  night ! 
And  when  she  has  doubled  the  span  of  her  age, 
With  the  vigour  of  youth  ever  stamped  on  her  page, 
May  some  minstrel  in  rapture  and  triumph  declare, 
That  none  can  with  MAGA,  ONE  THOUSAND,  compare  ! 
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GRACE    OWEN'S    ENGAGEMENT, 

BY     R.     E.    FRANCILLON. 

[MAO A.    JUNE  AND  JULY  1SC8.J 


CHAPTER    I. 

June  3,  184-. — So  here  I  am,  fairly  launched  on 
the  voyage  to  fame,  fortune,  and  happiness.  It 
certainly  looks  like  it,  considering  what  means  and 
appliances  I  have  for  the  journey.  A  table  and  two 
chairs,  so  that  I  shall  not  have  to  take  my  break- 
fast on  the  floor,  and  that  is  an  advantage  at  all 
events  ;  a  bed — at  least  sin-h  a  tiling  :«s  they  call  a 
bed  in  the  Fatherland  ;  a  chest  of  drawers,  some  of 
which  will  really  half  open  if  you  pull  hard  enough, 
and  will  very  nearly  shut  again;  a  portmanteau, 
containing  a  reasonable  quantity  of  clothes  ;  a  pipe  ; 
a  box  of  cigars  ;  an  easel;  and  twenty-five  pounds 

s.s. — ii.  o 
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a-quarter  of  lawful  English  money.  And  yet  I  am 
better  off  thaii  I  ever  was  in  my  lifo  before ;  and, 
above  all,  Grace  loves  me.  Should  I  not  be  tho 
most  selfish,  the  most  contemptible  of  men,  if  I  do 
not  work  hard  with  her  happiness  in  view  ^ 
to-morrow  I  will  begin  to  work  with  the  energy  of 
a  Hercules.  Meanwhile  I  will  descend  from  my 
attic  and  go  and  smoke  a  cigar  on  the  Terrace. 

June  6. — Two  days  in  my  new  quarters.  Tibald 
received  me  well  and  kindly,  and  seemed  pleased  to 
welcome  an  Englishman  to  his  atelier.  I  like  tho 
man  so  far — there  is  largeness  about  him,  and  good- 
heartedness  too,  though  his  manner  is  dry  and 
rough  enough.  As  to  his  advice,  why  of  course 
it  is  obviously  sound  ;  but  then  I  am  no  German, 
and  can't  work  eighteen  hours  a-day.  Besides,  he 
wants  me  to  set  to  work  as  if  every  year  had  thirty- 
BIX  months,  as  if  it  were  Art  that  is  short  and  lifo 
that  is  long;  and  I  have  to  crowd  so  much  into 
two  years.  I  see  I  must  guide  myself  a  little,  and 
be  more  than  a  little  hard-mouthed,  else  I  shall 
never  get  beyond  a  foot-pace,  and  that  certainly 
w<mld  not  suit  me ;  nor,  I  think,  Grace  either. 

June  15. — Ought  I  not  to  be  completely  happy? 
The  accepted  lover  of  Grace  Owen,  freed  from  tin- 
old  days  of  want,  engaged  in  the  pursuit  I  choose, 
and  would  always  choose,  above  all  others,  nndi-r 
Ilio  direction  of  its  greatest  living  master,  and  sur- 
d  by  its  greatest  existing  works,  ought  I  m»l 
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to  revel  in  joy  ?  But,  how  can  I  altogether  help 
fearing?  Two  whole  years  away  from  her,  and  no 
means  of  hearing  from  her  meanwhile  or  of  letting 
her  hear  from  me.  I  trust  her,  God  knows ;  but 
still,  what  might  not  happen  in  two  whole  years  ? 
Oh,  Grace,  forgivre  me  if  my  joy  in  your  love  is 
sometimes  almost  too  great  for  me  to  bear. 

June  27. — Tjihe  voyage  goes  well  on  the  whole, 
though  of  course  diversified  by  many  clouds  and 
shadows  of  discouragement.  Tibald  and  I  are 
friendly,  but  I  can't  help  fancying  that  he  sonie- 
ln  iw  looks  rather  down  on  my  quickness  and  facility, 
and  is  always  telling  me  what  not  to  do.  Besides, 
I  have  found  out  a  great  weakness  in  the  master. 
He  dogmatises,  and  either  won't  or  can't  argue. 
If  I  had  twenty  years  before  me,  instead  of  not 
quite  two,  well  and  good ;  but  to  wait  twenty 
years  for  Grace! 

June  29. — So  I  have  really  seen  it  at  last,  the 
great  Sistine  Madonna,  in  the  flesh.  Is  not  that 
something  to  rejoice  over  ?  But  yet — Bah  !  I 
never  pretended  to  enthusiasm  when  I  did  not  feel 
it.  Feel  it  to-day  I  certainly  did  not.  There  was, 
however,  that  'La  Notto  of  Coreggio.  I  would 
have  given — well,  I  would  give  up  anything  but 
to  have  painted  that;  but  I  was  certainly 
disappointed  with  the  San  Sisto.  Nevertheless  f 
must  copy  it,  I  suppose.  Am  I  not  an  artist  an  1 
at  Dresden? 
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July  4. — I  have  thought  a  great  deal  about  Graco 
to-day.  Is  there  anything  in  sympathy,  I  wonder, 
and  dare  I  think  she  has  been  thinking  of  me  al>.»? 
Yes,  I  dare.  I  trust  her  with  my  whole  soul,  and 
I  would  trust  her  to  wait  a  hundred  years,  if  need 
were.  What  have  I  not  won  in  winning  her! 
Beauty,  goodness,  and  all  the  love  of  a  good  and 
bright  and  beautiful  girl.  When  I  think  of  her  I 
needs  must  think  well  of  myself,  otherwise  I  should 
pay  her  an  ill  compliment.  But  yet  I  cannot  help 
feeling  that  I  do  not  deserve  her.  What  am  I  that 
I  should  have  obtained  her  love  ? 

But  at  least  I  can  try  not  to  be  unworthy  of  my 
great  happiness.  I  will  be  as  true  to  her  in 
thought  and  deed  as  she,  I  know,  will  be  to  me. 
I  will  become  great  for  her  sake.  I  have  always 
loved  Art,  but  hitherto  without  ambition.  Now  I 
have  ambition,  and  of  the  highest  kind — ambition 
for  her  sake,  and  for  Art's  sake  through  hers. 

July  5.  —  The  maestro  was  in  a  good  humour 
to-day.  He  actually  paid  me  a  compliment.  I 
appreciated  it,  for  he  seldom  compliments.  But 
what  did  he  mean  by  that  shrug  of  the  shoulders? 
Bah!  What  do  I  care  for  his  compliments,  or  his 
shrugs  either?  I  know  myself  pretty  well  by  this 
time,  I  suppose. 

July  7. — I  wonder  what  she  is  doing  at  this 
moment.  How  shall  I  fancy  her?  —  amon^  h< -r 
flowers  perhaps ;  or,  perhaps— but  what  does  it 
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matter?    Any  way,  she  is  beautiful ;  any  way,  she 
is  doing  that  which  best  becomes  her. 

"  Each  your  doing 

Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  present  deed, 
That  all  your  acts  are  queens." 

July  9. — I  could  scarcely  attend  to  the  music  this 
evening ;  but  I  suppose  it  was  good,  as  it  filled  my 
mind  with  thoughts  of  Grace.  If  I  could  but  write 
to  her  and  tell  her  how  she  is  ever  in  my  mind, 
how  her  image  is  always  before  me  in  work,  in 
amusement,  even  in  sleep  itself!  And  yet  the 
world  will  say  that  I  many  for  money.  Well,  let 
it  say  so.  We  shall  be  able  to  laugh  at  the  world. 
I  wonder,  though,  what  her  father  really  thinks 
about  it.  As  a  merchant,  and  one  who  has  always 
looked  well  after  the  main  chance,  I  should  have 
fancied  that  he  would  have  doubted  me,  were  it  not 
f<>r  his  thinking  me  not  unworthy  to  be  the  husband 
of  his  only  child.  That  is  strange  ;  there  I  wonder 
with  the  world.  Yet  why  should  not  a  merchant 
be  unworldly  among  his  own  household,  and  as 
clear-sighted  in  matters  of  the  heart  as  in  those- 
of  the  market?  Surely  these  qualities  are  not  the 
monopolies  of  artists;  certainly  not  of  the  artists 
whom  I  know. 

Any  way,  she  at  least  knows  that  I  love  her; 
she  at  least  will  never  doubt  me,  for  she  never 
will  have  cause. 

July  9. — I  am  getting   on   with   the    San  Sisto. 
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I 'mt  I  do  not  feel  it,  and  dislike  my  work.  After 
all,  I  only  try  at  it,  I  believe,  because  it  is  the 
fashion.  The  maestro  himself  called  it  stupid  «.f 
me,  and  said  I  had  better  stick  to  form,  and  so  on 
— and  so  I  will.  But,  meanwhile,  I  have  an  idea — 
I  will  do  something  of  my  own — I  will  paint  a 
picture.  Meanwhile,  I  will  smoke  a  cigar  on  the 

ace. 

July  12. — Dear  Grace  !  I  wonder  after  all  whether 
you  think  of  me  as  much  as  I  of  you.  I  would  try 
and  paint  your  portrait  if  I  dared,  but  I  am  not 
quite  conceited  enough  for  that.  But  I  can  paint 
it  in  my  mind.  What  an  age  it  seems  since  I  said 
good-bye  to  you  in  London,  since  I  held  that  little 
white  hand,  and  looked  into  those  pure  grey  < 
Ah  !  you  need  not  be  afraid  ;  I  shall  never  see  any 

like  yours,  nor  hear  any  voice  half  so  s 
No,  my  own  Grace,  if  work  must  win  you,  here 

July  30.  —  I   really   think   that   the    maestro   is 
beginning  to  be  pleased  with  me.      He  certainly 
seemed  to  be  doubtful  about  me  at  one  time.     Emil 
says  (what  a  chattering  animal  it  is  !)  that  he  D 
does  like  men  who  are  above  their  alphabet.     Well, 
1    agree   with   him,   and   I   candidly   think  lit 
right  in  my  case.     ll»\ve\-er,  I  have  done  my  share 
rk   this   week;    certainly  more   than   any   <>f 
these   slow   Germans.      So   I   will   reward    u 
with  a  cigar  or  two  on  the  Terrace. 
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August  2. — A  letter  at  the  Post  Office  for  Herr 
Edward  Maurice  ! — a  wonder  !  and  from  her  father. 

So  ;  I  am  in  my  own  room  again.  I  will  read  it 
before  the  picture  that  I  am  painting  for  her  sake. 

"  RUSSELL  SQUARE,  LONDON, 
July  29,  184-. 

"  MY  DEAR  EDWARD, — I  was  very  glad  to  learn 
from  your  letter  that  you  are  settled  down  and  at 
work.  I  was  at  Dresden  myself  a  great  many  years 
ago ;  in  fact,  it  formed  part  of  the  tour  I  took  with 
my  poor  wife  ;  and  I  remember  the  place  well. 

"  I  trust  you  found  no  difficulty  in  duly  receiving 
the  money.  You  will  apply  for  all  future  remit- 
tances to  Messrs  Rinck,  the  bankers,  in  the  Grim 
(iasse. 

"  Grace  is  very  well. 

"  I  hope  that  you  will  keep  to  work,  and  return 
home  a  great  painter.  Meanwhile,  believe  me,  my 
dear  Edward,  yours  most  sincerely, 

"  RICHARD  OWEN." 

The  devil !     Is  that  all  ? 

One  thing,  however,  is  clear — he  does  not  intend 
mo  to  continue  the  correspondence. 

August  11. — My  picture  is  getting  mi.     I  i 
painted  s<>  wrll   in   England.      The  place  seems 
congenial  1<>  inc.      Ah,   Gracr  !   w<-   may  not  havo 
to  wait  so  very  long,  after  all. 
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August  20. — It  was  this  day  two  years  ago  that 
I  first  saw  her..  How  well  I  remember  being 
introduced  by  Law  son,  and  how  absurdly  and  un- 
reasonably jealous  I  became  of  the  poor  fellow 
afterwards.  By  the  way,  I  ought  to  write  to  him. 
Well,  I  have  nothing  else  to  do  just  now,  so — 

"25  MARIES  STRABSE,  ALT-MAHKT,  DRESDEN. 
"  DEAR  FRANK, — You  must  have  thought  I  was 
dead ;  but  far  from  it.  I  am  as  alive  as  possible. 
It  is  you  who  are  dead,  you  in  the  Eternal  City ! 
Dresden  is  pleasant  in  its  way,  though  dull;  not 
that  I  care  about  either  quality,  who  am  here  to 
work  and  not  to  play.  I  have  to  live  stingily  also ; 
but  then  the  little  I  have  now  is  wealth  to  the 
nothing  I  had  in  London.  After  all,  my  dear 
fellow,  though  I  grumbled  at  the  time,  old  Owen 
was  right;  and  not  only  right,  but  kind  into  the 
bargain.  God  knows  I  long  for  the  time  when  I 
shall  be  what  you  call  lost  for  ever;  but  it  will 
certainly  be  best  for  all  parties  for  me  not  to  enter 
a  rich  family  quite  a  beggar.  You  and  I  are  too 
great  friends  for  me  not  to  tell  you  all.  I  wish 
you  had  been  in  town  when  matters  were  arranged, 
for  I  detest  letter-writ  ing,  even  to  you — perhaps  to 
you  more  than  to  any  one,  for  you  never  answer. 
Well,  then,  I  am  to  marry  Grace  Owen  in  two 
time.  What  am  I  to  do  meanwhile?  you 
ask.  This  is  the  very  mystery  of  my  being  in 
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Dresden.  You  must  have  stared  at  the  date  of 
my  letter,  but  this  is  why.  It  is  explained  in 
two  words.  I  am  to  study  here  under  Tibald 
himself,  at  the  expense  of  Grace's  father.  No 
making  me  enter  his  counting-house ;  no  making 
me  give  up  Art ;  but  telling  me  to  make  the  best 
of  the  gifts  God  gave  me  ;  and,  when  I  have  done 
so,  to  take  his  daughter's  hand  freely,  rich  or  poor. 
Ought  I  not  to  work  after  that  ? 

"  How  goes  luck  with  you  in  Rome,  and  how 
with  Hams,  and  Vere,  and  Roche  ?  Tell  me  soon. 
I  have  a  good  set  here ;  but  even  now  I  some- 
times think  with  a  sigh  of  the  beer  and  negrohead 
of  Newman  Street. 

"  You  return,  soon  to  England,  do  you  not  ?  I 
suppose  you  will  be  calling  in  Russell  Square. 
Please  send  me  news  of  Grace,  for  I  have  promised 
imt  to  write  to  her.  I  shall  envy  you.  Do  you 
know  I  was  jealous  of  you  once? 

"  I  have  begun  to  paint  a  picture — subject,  the 
death  of  Moreau,  which,  you  possibly  don't  know, 
is  locally  historical,  so  I  can  do  the  topography 
business  from  nature.  There  is  a  charming  point 
here  on  the  road  to  Pillnitz,  whence  I  have  directed 
the  smoke  of  five  hundred  cigars  straight  across 
the  battle-field.  I  go  and  sit  there  constantly  in 
the  evening  with  my  note -book,  and  think  and 
sketch  and  smoke  and  dream  in  the  most  delightful 
manner  possible,  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  rust- 
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ling  of  the  leaves,  the  song  of  the  birds,  and — the 
rumbling  of  the  skittle-alleys.  For  wherever  there, 
i^  a  pleasant  spot  near  the  town,  there  you  will  find 
skittles  ami  1  "•<•!•.  I  begin  to  like  it,  however. 
There  is  something  rather  fascinating  about  the 
national  mingling  of  romance  and  grossness,  the 
sentimental  and  the  grotesque.  You  find  it  in  all 
the  ways  of  the  people,  in  their  character,  in  their 
ideas,  in  all  their  literature  of  every  kind,  every- 
where, in  short,  except  perhaps  in  their  music,  and 
it  is  sometimes  even  there. 

"What  are  you  doing?  I  wish  you  were  here. 
Come,  and  see  how  we  paint  in  Germany,  and 
especially  how  paints  your  friend, 

"  EDWARD  MAURICE." 

August  25. — Another  of  my  anniversaries  —  the 
day  when  she  first  visited  my  studio.  ^Ii- 
rubbish  she  saw  there !  I  know  I  was  half 
ashamed,  and  how  I  afterwards  loved  tin-  little 
sketch  she  praised,  and  now  keeps  for  my  sake! 
How  I  long  to  hear  from  her — but  that  cannot  be. 
Work — that  is  now  the  best  thing  I  can  do  both 
for  her  and  for  myself.  I  almost  think  I  make 
progress ;  I  am  certain  that  I  must,  for  how  could 
1  help  it,  with  such  a  motive? 

1  think  it  rather  a  good  sign  that  the  maestro  is 
always  blaming  me,  and  finding  faults  in  my  work. 
I  used  to  dislike  it  at  first,  but  I  now  understand 
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him  better,  and  see  that  he  takes  an  interest  in  me 
after  all.  I  wish  I  could  find  out  what  he  really 
thinks,  though — and  I  should  like  a  little  praise 
sometimes.  The  highest  that  I  get  seems  to 
consist  of  a  long-drawn  "  So  !  "  or,  if  he  is  in  an 
excessively  good  humour,  a  sound  something  like 
"  Hni !  Hm  !  "  spoken  distinctly  through  the  nose. 

Well,  what  shall  I  have  to  show  her  when  she 
enters  my  studio  the  next  time  ?  Rubbish  again, 
or — something  great  ?  Who  knows  ? 

I  still  have  a  good  hour  of  daylight  left ;  I  will 
make  it  another  hour  of  Moreau. 

August  29.  —  One  of  those  glorious  summer 
days,  when  we  seem  to  waste  life  by  giving  it  to 
Art,  and  when  eternal  and  supreme  nature  asserts 
her  sovereignty.  I  thought  of  summer  days  just  as 
glorious — I  confess  that  I  grew  sentimental — all 
past  and  gone,  and  the  sweet  scent  with  which  the 
air  was  filled  made  me  long  to  throw  myself  upon 
the  grass  and  weep,  if  need  were,  from  very  excess 
of  sunshine  and  beauty.  If  she  were  only  here, 
what  glorious  days  we  could  spend  together  !  As 
i;  was,  ererything  and  everybody  seemed  glad  but 
hiyself,  who  found  pleasure  impossible,  and  work 
utterly  against  the  grain.  I  must  L;vt  rid  of  these 
childish  feelings.  One's  will  ought  to  !>«•  superior 
t«>  weather,  be  tin'  latter  good  or  bad.  To-day  I 
fought  successfully  indeed,  but  the  fight  was  very 
hard,  and  left  in"  very  weary.  However,  I  had  my 
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reward.  My  evening  walk,  though  solitary,  was 
thus  all  the  more  delightful,  and  the  contrast  of  tho 
quiet,  soft  air  which  soothed  with  the  brightness 
which  had  disturbed,  restored  me  to  the  happiness 
which  now  ought  never  to  be  invaded.  I  walked 
along  the  river;  and  the  hills,  and  woods,  and 
water,  for  once,  were  more  than  beautiful.  I  did 
not  think  as  I  walked — I  only  lived ;  I  felt  for  onco 
as  if  I  wrere  one  with  nature — the  leader  of  a  great 
chorus  of  sky  and  earth,  of  wood  and  river,  oi  hill 
and  plain  ;  and  what  was  it  that  the  chorus  sang  ? 

Ah,  Grace !  what  but  you  could  be  the  soul  of 
that  song? 

CHAPTER    II. 

"  DRESDEN,  4th  September. 

"DEAR  FRANK, — This  neighbourhood  grows  on 
me.  It  certainly  is  not  great,  nor  is  there  much 
variety — the  river,  the  hills,  the  woods,  the  vine- 
yards— that  is  about  all.  Before  I  return  I  must 
make  a  run  into  Saxon  Switzerland  and  fill  my 
sketch-book,  which  is  as  yet  rather  empty.  But 
one  can't  do  everything.  Meanwhile,  I  ani  rather 
glad  that  there  is  nothing  to  seduce  me  into  dream- 
ing among  good  scenery  away  from  the  study  of 
lines  and  muscles.  If  there  were,  I  feel  I  should  bo 
lost.  I  felt  to-day  an  unutterable  disgust  for  tho 
studio,  the  gallery,  and  all  the  wholo  machinery  for 
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turning  out  an  artist  in  tho  approved  stylo.  I  had 
a  ival  longing  for  open  nature,  and,  shaking  myself 
free  of  men  and  statues,  to  revel  in  the  sun  without 
thinking  of  anything,  and  so — I  went  to  my  beer- 
garden  !  Why,  I  must  be  more  than  half  Teuton- 
ised  already. 

"However,  I  had  not  been  long  at  my  favourite 
spot,  and  had  not  sent  many  discharges  of  smoke 
inwards  the  death-ground  of  the  Marshal,  when  I 
was  amused  by  a  little  adventure  that  has  left  a 
pleasant  impression  upon  me,  God  knows  why,  for 
it  was  slight  enough.  To  begin  with,  the  eilwagcn 
was  creeping  along  the  Leipzig  road,  between  my- 
self and  the  river.  I  felt  my  usual  temptation  to 
see  if  I  could  not  throw  a  stone  on  to  the  top  of 
it,  but  I  have  become  so  skilful  of  late  that  I  was 
really  afraid  of  succeeding,  so  I  restrained  myself. 
But  what's  that?  The  eilwagen  overturned?  Im- 
possible ! — yes,  but  true,  nevertheless.  So  I  went 
down  the  hill  to  inquire  into  such  an  extraordinary 
circumstance. 

"The  wheel  had  come  off.  When  I  arrived, 
there  was  tin-  driver  holding  the  horses  (neither 
of  which  was  the  least  inclined  to  move),  and 
o-a/ing  on  the  wreck  in  despair.  The  eihcagcn  had 
fallen  to  pieces,  and  the  passengers  were  scattered 
about.  Such  passengers!  Where  could  they  have 
come  from  ?  They  were  not  hurt  by  the  cat  a  si  r<  >}  >h«  •, 
and  so  I  could  afford  to  stare.  Yet  I  don't  know 
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why  I  should  liavr  Maivd  cither,  only  they  looked 
so  miserable  and  M>  extremely  dusty.  First,  there 
was  an  old  man,  little,  lean,  as  brown  almost  as  a 
coffee-berry,  with  long  hair  and  grey  moustache — 
for  the  rest,  close  shorn,  but  stubbly — very  seedy  as 
to  costume,  and  with  a  half-smoked  cigar  still  in 
his  mouth ;  he  had  not  parted  with  that,  even  in 
the  moment  of  calamity.  Secondly,  a  woman  who 
might  be  old  or  might  be  young,  very  ugly,  very 
fat,  nearly  as  brown  as  the  man,  quite  as  shabby, 
but  smiling  placidly.  Lastly,  a  young  woman 
with  a  family  likeness  to  the  other  two,  and  there- 
fore, as  you  may  suppose,  not  beautiful,  and  not 
dressed  after  the  fashion-books.  When  I  approached, 
the  man  stooped,  picked  up  his  hat,  put  it  on  his 
head,  and  then  took  it  off  again  with  a  sweeping 
bow,  and  stepped  forward  easily  and  quite  com- 
posed. 

"  I  hastily  asked  in  'German  what  was  the  matter, 
and  if  any  one  was  hurt. 

"The  man  gave  a  piteous  shrug  of  his  whulo 
person — not  the  least  like  the  celebrated  shniLC  <>f 
Tibald,  which  is  made  with  the  tips  of  the  shoulders 
only — and  said  in  some  strange  lan^ua^e  which  1 
suppose  he  thought  was  French — 

"'Ah,  Mosiou,  que  sche  sttis  desole ! — mi  capis' 
minga  la  rostra  lingua,  per  Bacco!' 

"At  least  it  sounded  something  like  this,  so  I 
repeated  my  question  in  French,  but  this  would  not 
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do  cither,  and  my  Italian  being  altogether  drawn 
from  the  libretti  of  operas,  I  ransacked  my  brain  in 
vain  for  a  phrase  applicable  to  the  upset  of  an  eil- 
wagen.  Very  soon,  however,  the  younger  woman 
came  forward,  and  in  good  French,  but  with  a  bad 
accent,  told  me  what  had  happened.  They  were 
coming  from  Leipzig — (considering  their  road  and 
their  direction,  I  could  have  told  them  that  my- 
self)— all  their  luggage  was  with  them — which  I 
suppose  meant  that  they  had  no  luggage  anywhere 
at  all,  for  I  could  see  none — and  they  were  going 
to  Dresden,  which  was  equally  evident.  But  what 
were  they  to  do  ?  The  driver  had  to  see  after  the 
horses  and  carriage,  or  rather  the  remnants,  and 
they  did  not  know  their  way.  '  Now  for  the  adven- 
ture ! '  you  will  exclaim.  Well,  I  told  them  !  and 
that  is  all. 

"  Imagine  the  laziness  that  makes  me  sit  clown 
and  write  a  letter  like  this.  The  fact  is,  I  have,  for 
once,  taken  a  whole  holiday,  and  have  enjoyed  it 
very  much  indeed.  Also  I  wanted  to  write  to  you ; 
but  resolved  not  to  tell  you  anything  until  I  heard 
from  you.  Why  don't  you  write — per  Bacco? — 
Yours  eternally,  E.  MAURICE." 

September  G. — Moreau  is  advancing,  but  slowly. 

imate  work  faster,  though   the  maestro  is  as 

taciturn  as  ever.     Life,  though,  is  very   pleasant. 

1  am  certainly  lucky  in  the  people  I  find  here,  and 
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there  is  at  the  same  time  no  fear  of  my  having  too 
much  society,  even  if  I  wished  it.  Only  I  wish  I 
could  get  news  of  Grace.  How  much  of  two  years 
is  gone  ? 

I  wonder  who  that  is  singing  in  the  other  attic  ? 
A  wonderfully  sweet  voice,  and  not  badly  taught — 
altogether  not  such  as  one  would  expect  to  find  up 
half-a-hundred  flights.  I  hope  she  won't  use  it  too 
often,  though ;  it  will  play  the  devil  with  Moreau. 

It  would  drive  me  wild  if  I  had  Grisi  herself  for 
a  neighbour.  Good  or  bad,  singing  or  speaking, 
there  is  something  in  hearing  the  sound  of  a 
woman's  voice  when  one  is  at  work  that  drives  one 
•wild  with  nervous  irritation — one  voice  of  course 
excepted. 

It  is  certainly  time  Lawson  wrote ;  he  must  have 
been  in  England  some  weeks  now. 

September  9. — A  letter  from  Lawson ! 

"DEAR  MAURICE, — Both  your  letters  arrived  at 
Rome  after  I  left,  consequently  I  have  only  just 
got  them,  and  hence  the  delay  in  my  answer. 

"I  left  Rome  to  escape  the  latter  summer,  but 
instead  of  going  to  Florence,  as  I  intended,  ram.- 
back  here  at  once.  Circumstances,  and  so  on. 
Where  do  you  think  I  write  this  ?  At  the  old  place 
in  Newman  Street !  I  am  lonely  enough  just  now, 
though — all  the  world  is  out  of  town  except  myself 
— including  the  Owens.  I  asked  after  them  yester- 
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day,  and  was  told  they  are  at  Scarborough,  so  I 
cannot  send  you  any  news  now.  Kely  on  me,  how- 
ever, in  October. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  am  duller  than  Thames  water, 
or  even  than  father  Tiber,  who  is  just  now  duller 
still.  You  ask  after  friends.  Well,  I  left  all  in 
good  spirits,  the  more  so  as  none  had  any  money. 
I  don't  think  we  had  eight  shillings  among  us  all. 
But  did  you  ever  observe  the  remarkable  pheno- 
menon that  as  our  friends'  purses  go  down  their 
spirits  go  up  ?  So  just  before  I  went  we  spent  tho 
eight  shillings  in  drinking  to  each  other's  speedy 
prosperity  —  not  to  yours,  old  fellow  —  your  Bohe- 
mian days  are  over,  so  we  drank  your  memory  in 
solemn  silence." 

"  Depend  upon  me  for  sending  you  all  the  news 
I  hear.  I  shall  be  sure  to  see  the  Owens  before 
long,  and  will  make  a  point  of  letting  Mademoiselle 
know  whatever  I  hear  from  you.  There  are  more 
ways  of  killing  a  dog  than  hanging  him. — Yours 
ever,  F.  L." 

September  11. — Confound  that  young  woman  who 
sings!  Who  can  she  be,  I  wonder?  Some  chorus 
singer  at  the  theatre,  perhaps — her  airs  seem  all  to 
have  an  operatic  tendency.  I  expect  she  knows 
tho  feel  of  the  boards,  and  I  guess  her  to  be  Italian. 
She  doesn't  sing  like  a  Gorman.  She  might  bo 
English,  from  her  voice,  but  that  isn't  likely.  One 

S.S. — II.  P 
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doesn't  find  English  girls  with  charming  voices 
singing  to  the  four  walls  of  a  Dresden  attic — nor 
Italian  either,  for  that  matter.  But  one  or  the 
other  she  must  be,  I  wager  anything. 

Scales  !  now  then,  I  am  in  f<»r  it !  No  more  work 
for  me  at  present.  So  I'll  just  see  what  her  notion 
of  a  scale  is,  and  then  I'll  take  a  turn  on  the 
Ten-ace. 

Bravissima  !  Why,  who  the  devil  can  she  be? 
This  grows  interesting.  But  has  she  no  piano? 
Well,  thank  God,  I  am  spared  that,  at  all  events. 

September  15. — I  wonder  what  the  result  of  these 
two  years  with  Tibald  will  be.  I  have  learned 
something,  certainly,  but  now  seem  at  a  standstill. 
I  really  want  a  little  encouragement.  What  an 
ass  I  was  not  to  have  stipulated  for  at  least  one 
letter  during  the  time !  For  aught  I  know — no, 
no!  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  fear  or  doubt. 

But  certainly  Lawson  ought  to  have  written 
again.  I  will  stir  him  up. 

"  DEAR  FUAXK, — I  write  for  news.  Having  none 
of  my  own  to  give  in  exchange,  I  send  you  a  con- 
tinuation of  the  cilwagcn  adventure,  without  refer- 
ence to  the  probability  of  your  having  forgotten  it. 
If  you  have  not,  perhaps  you  will  not  have  forgotten 
my  account  of  the  passengers  who  were  spilled  on 
that  memorable  occasion.  Well,  they  have  turned 
up  again,  and  very  oddly.  The  other  day,  on  the 
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stairs,  I  met  the  little  old  man,  still  with  half  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  still  stubbly  as  to  the 
cheeks.  His  razors  must  be  umnatchable  for  blunt- 
ness.  We  exchanged  good -mornings,  and  I  dis- 
covered that  we  are  fellow-inhabitants  of  No.  25 — 
in  fact,  we  live  in  adjoining  attics.  We  recognised 
each  other  at  once.  This  leads  to  another  discovery. 
From  that  attic  comes  forth  the  most  delicious  voice 
conceivable ;  a  full  soprano,  singing  scales  and 
elaborate  exercises  in  the  real  Italian  style.  Is 
not  this  like  the  beginning  of  a  romance  ?  For  I 
assume  that  it  is  not  the  old  woman  who  sings. 

"  The  man  seems  intelligent,  and  even  clever,  so 
far  as  I  can  make  out ;  but  my  ignorance  of  Italian, 
and  his  of  any  tongue  but  his  own,  is  rather  in  the 
way  of  an  interchange  of  ideas.  I  wonder  how  he 
gets  his  living.  I  am  rather  disposed  to  think  ho 
doesn't  get  it  at  all.  He  is  not  veiy  communicative, 
and  I  can't  get  him  to  ask  me  to  his  apartment. 
I  fancy  he  is  terribly  poor — he  had  no  apparent 
liiM-n  when  I  first  saw  him,  and  now  he  seems  to 
have  less,  if  that  is  possible — and  I  fancy  thinks 
sort  of  milfiniHti/'i:  Well,  I  suppose  I  am,  com- 
pared with  him.  I  think  I  will  ask  him  to  my  own 
attic,  so  that  lie  may  s<-«>  that  ho  has  no  particular 
u  to  be  afraid  <•('  a  comparison  of  furniture. 
We  many  inyst.-ri.-s  ab<»ut  him  I  should  much 
lib'  to  unravrl.  First,  <>f  course,  what  brings  him 
to  Dresden;  secondly,  how  it  is  that  he  always 
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appears  to  have  shaved  the  day  before  yesterday ; 
thirdly,  who  is  the  singer ;  fourthly,  how  they  get 
their  living  ;  fifthly — and  above  all — how  it  is  that 
his  cigar  is  always  exactly  half  smoked  through. 
There  are  others  too,  but  these  will  be  enough  for 
the  present. 

"What  has  become  of  the  Owens?  Have  you 
seen  anything  of  them  yet?  Let  me  know  all  you 
hear. 

"  For  myself,  I  am  really  doing  something,  both 
with  Tibald  and  my  own  private  work.  '  The 
Death  of  Moreau'  is  drawing  to  an  end. 

"  Remember  me  to  all  friends  and  acquaintances, 
especially  to  Roche,  if  he  is  in  England.  How 
does  he  get  on  ?  and,  above  all,  how  do  you  ? 

"E.  M." 

"September  26. 

"  DEAR  MAURICE, — Your  letters  are  even  emptier 
than  mine,  but  I  will  beat  you  in  emptiness  this 
time.  I  have  only  just  seen  the  Owens.  Observe 
the  plural  number,  for  the  father  has  been  in  town 
some  days  attending  to  the  multiplication  table, 
and  other  commercial  mysteries.  But  the  young 
lady  has  been  staying  with  two  aunts  in  Lincoln- 
shire— quite  in  the  wilds  of  the  fens — where  nobody 
is  ever  heard  of.  I  saw  her,  however,  yesterday 
afternoon.  She  was  extremely  well,  and  looking 
it.  I  gave  her  bits  of  your  letters,  and  she  was 
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extremely  pleased.  Health  and  pleasure  naturally 
made  her  extremely  amiable,  but  that  she  always 
is.  But  I  need  not  sing  her  praises  to  you  ;  besides, 
perhaps,  I  shall  revive  your  jealousy.  You  have 
no  reason  to  be  afraid  of  her  flirting — of  that  I  feel 
sure.  She  didn't  send  you  any  message — that  is, 
not  in  words,  for  in  looks  she  sent  a  hundred. 
Really  she  is  very  charming,  and  if  you  must  give 
up  Bohemia  for  a  pair  of  bright  eyes,  why  you 
might  have  done  worse  than  you  have. 

"  I  suppose  you  don't  want  to  hear  about  any- 
thing else?  You  do?  Well  then,  I  am  going  to 
leave  England — yes,  even  Newman  Street.  Upon 
my  soul  I  can't  stand  it,  to  live  here  with  neither 
money,  prospects,  nor  friends, — so  I  am  back  to 
Italy,  there,  if  I  may,  to  live,  and  die,  and  be  buried. 
I  would  ask  you  to  come  too,  but  of  course  that 
would  be  hopeless  now,  so  direct  to  me  for  the 
future  at  the  old  address  at  Rome.  I  start  to- 
morrow.— Roma  o  mortel 

"  Roche  is  well,  and  has  even  got  some  few  half- 
crowns,  so  ho  has  an  idle  fit  on  him.  Everybody 
else  is  helping  him  to  pass  it  as  pleasantly  as  may 
V.  For  me  I  am  sick  of  things  in  general,  and  if 
I  were  only  a  little  less  disgusted,  I  would  really 
try  to  get  some  half-crowns  myself— shillings,  per- 
haps, would  be  more  in  my  line.  Such  is  the  con- 
dition, my  dear  fellow,  of  your  friend, 

"  FRANK  LAWSON." 
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"P.& — What  a  wonderful   fellow  you  are  for 

weaving  romances  out  of  nothing  !     Your  mystery 

•  •lour  as  daylight.     Is  there  no  opera  in  Drcs- 

And  does  it  not  require  chorus-singers?     A 

pint  of  stout  to  a  dozen  of  champagne — done  ! 

"  /'./'.X. — As  to  the  nightingale,  I  have  no  doubt 
that  invisibility  lends  enchantment  to  the  sound." 


CHAPTER  III. 

DRESDEN,  October  31. 

"  DEAR  FRANK, — Thanks,  old  fellow,  for  your 
letter  and  your  news.  I  am  sorry,  though,  you  are 
going  into  exile.  Shan't  I  find  you  when  I  come 
back  ?  I  suppose  you  don't  mean  to  cut  us  all  for 
ever. 

"  I  can  scarcely  say  you're  wrong  either.  But, 
selfishly,  I  am  really  very  much  disgusted.  So  let 
me  hear  soon  that  you  intend  to  change  your  mind 
in  a  year-aiid-a-half  s  time.  You  speak  of  money — 
can  I  help  you  at  all  ?  I  can  do  so  to  the  extent  of 
a  few  pounds  now,  and  I  suppose  when  I  am  settled 
I  shall  be  good  for  one  or  two  more.  You  know 
there  ought  to  be  no  humbug  of  false  delicacy  be-1 
tween  you  and  me.  The  only  thing  I  won't  do  for 
you  is  the  only  thing  you  ask  me  to  do — that  is,  to 
come  to  Ron  M-. 

"  I  am  working  really  hard,  and  hope  to  be  able 
to  do  something  in  time  according  to  better  lights. 
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But  beyond  barren  accounts  of  work  I  have  nothing 
particular  to  say.  For  amusement,  I  am  not  badly 
off  for  society,  and  I  manage  to  hear  a  good  deal  of 
music,  which  here  is  not  very  ruinous  work,  and  is 
very  good  on  the  whole.  The  opera  is  over  for  the 
present,  but  it  has  been  a  very  fair  season,  although 
without  any  very  tremendous  stars.  Still  we  had 

,  and  ,  and  our  old  Paris  friend,  and  wo 

are  in  the  land  of  orchestras,  unless,  perhaps,  Vienna 
beats  us,  which  we  never  allow. 

"  Of  excursions  I  have  made  none,  though  Dres- 
den is  the  headquarters  of  tourists  for  the  Saxon 
Schweiz.  We  have  had  lots  of  them — tourists,  I 
mean;  but  no  one  that  I  knew  anything  about, 
except  some  people  that  you  are  fortunate  enough 
not  to  know,  and  whom  I  always  avoid  as  much  as 
I  can. 

"  About  your  bet,  you  are  partly  right  and  partly 
wrong,  so  I  will  not  take  it.  I  will  tell  you  the 
whole  story  of  how  I  found  out  all  about  the  Italians^ 
though  you  do  laugh  at  my  tendency  to  romance* 
Well,  curiosity  got  the  better  of  me  one  idle  evening 
after  dusk,  and,  inventing  an  excuse,  I  went  across 
th u  passage  and  tapped  at  the  door.  A  woman's 
voice  called  out  l  Herein ! '  and  I  opened.  It  was 
too  dark  for  me  to  see  who  was  in  the  room,  but, 
Beeing  that  it  was  not  empty,  I  asked  in  French — 

"  *  Is  Signor  Salvi  at  home  ?' 

11  An  old  woman  who  hud  been  sleeping,  I  funcy, 
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in  a  chair,  roused  herself,  but  did  not  speak.  It  was 
the  girl  who  answer.--!. 

"'Signor  Salvi  is  not  at  home,  Monsieur.'  Tho 
voice  was  very  clear,  and  s«»ft,  and  sweet,  I  assure 
you,  without  romance.  'Have  you  business  with 
him?1 

"  '  I  have  the  honour  of  speaking  with  his 
daughter,  have  I  not,  Mademoiselle?' 

" '  To  the  niece  of  Signer  Salvi,  Monsieur/ 

"  '  I  am  your  neighbour  on  this  floor.  My  name 
is  Maurice.  I  took  the  liberty  of  disturbing  you 
to '  The  pretence  for  calling  which  I  had  in- 
tended to  make  use  of  was  that  of  asking  for  a  light ; 
but  the  room  was  so  cold  and  so  dark — excepting 
for  the  moonlight  which  shone  through  the  window 
-that  it  was  not  difficult  to  see  that  my  neighbours 
were  unable  to  procure  a  light  for  themselves.  I 
hesitated,  and  stood  at  the  door — rather  like  a  fool, 
I  fuar.  The  girl  came  forward  into  the  moonlight ; 
but  as  her  back  was  to  the  window  I  could  not  see 
her  face. 

" '  You  are  quite  welcome,  Monsieur,'  she  said  ; 
'I  would  ask  you  to  sit  down  and  wait,  but' — and 
she  hesitated  in  her  turn — 'but  my  uncle  is  not  in 
yet,  and  I  am  doubtful  when  he  will  be.'  She 
spoke  rather  anxiously,  and  looked  at  the  window 
for  an  instant.  '  If,  however,'  she  added,  *  Monsieur 
would  lx)  good  enough  to  leave  any  message  with 
me ' 
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" '  A  thousand  thanks,  Mademoiselle ;  but  it  is 
of  no  consequence.  Another  time  will  do  just  as 
well.' 

"I  was  uncertain  how  to  proceed.  Suddenly  a 
brilliant  thought  struck  me.  'With  your  permis- 
sion I  will  call  again  presently,'  I  said.  'Good 
evening,  Madame — good  evening,  Mademoiselle.' 
And  I  left  the  room  without  giving  either  time  to 
reply. 

"On  re-entering  my  own  room  I  left  the  door  open 
in  order  that  I  might  hear  when  Salvi  himself  re- 
turned. It  was  not  long  before  my  ears  caught  the 
sound  of  a  step  on  the  stair,  then  the  opening  of  the 
door  opposite  to  mine,  and  then,  for  an  instant,  the 
sound  of  voices  before  it  was  closed  again.  I  then 
waited  a  quarter  of  an  hour  by  my  watch,  filled  my 
cigar-case,  took  up  a  light,  and  again  tapped  at  my 
neighbour's  door. 

"  This  time  it  was  a  man's  voice  that  answered 
1  Herein ! ' 

" '  Pardon  me,  Mademoiselle/  I  said,  affecting  for 
the  moment  not  to  see  her  uncle,  *  I  think  I  should 
like  to  leave  a  message.'  I  then  turned  towards 
Salvi.  *  A  thousand  pardons,  Monsieur,  I  did  not 
see  that  you  had  returned.  I  wished  to  speak  to 
you  just  now,  but  found  you  gone  out. 

"You  are  most  welcome,  Monsieur.  Pray,  be 
seated.'  The  old  fellow  spoke  as  if  he  was  welcom- 
ing me  to  a  palace.  I  looked  at  him— noticed  the 


2G  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

eternal  half  cigar — and  took  a  seat,  placing  my 
light  on  the  table.  Salvi  sat  opposite,  and  regarded 
me  gravely  from  his  grey  eyes. 

"  This  time  I  had  my  pretext  ready.  '  Knowing 
that  you  are  an  Italian/  I  said,  '  though  not  from 
what  part  of  Italy,  I  want  to  ask  you  if  you  could 
kindly  give  me  any  information  about  Florence  as 
a  residence.  Some  friends  of  mine  are  thinking  of 
settling  there.' 

"  This  may  appear  a  stupid  pretext  at  first  sight, 
but  it  was  carefully  calculated  to  serve  two  great 
purposes  at  once.  One  was  that  I  might  learn 
from  what  part  of  Italy  my  host  came,  and  the  other 
that  he  might  be  embarked  in  a  long  discourse, 
which  would  probably  contain  something  about  him- 
self and  his  family,  and  would  certainly  give  me  time 
and  opportunity  to  make  farther  observations. 

" '  I  come  from  Milan,  Monsieur :  but  I  know 
Florence  well,  and  will  tell  you  what  I  know  with 
pleasure.  Does  Monsieur  understand  Italian?' 

"'Not  twenty  words.1 

"*  Then  I  must  continue  to  speak  French.  Dut 
will  not  Monsieur  smoke?1  He  put  out  his  hand 
to  the  remainder  of  an  old  jar,  but  I  stopped  him. 

" '  Thank  you  ;  but  I  should  very  much  like  you 
to  try  one  of  mine.  I  do  not  think  they  are  very 
bad,  but  I  should  like  a  second  opinion. 

"  The  Italian  took  the  cigar  I  offered  at  once,  and 
was  soon  embarked  in  a  long  story. 
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"  I  now  proceeded  to  examine  the  singer,  who 
was  seated  at  some  needlework,  and  was  greatly 
disappointed  in  her.  I  had  pictured  to  myself  a 
face  beautiful  enough  to  match  the  beautiful  voice, 
but  only  saw  features  which  were,  though  not  ugly, 
certainly  plain.  The  face  was  rather  square  shaped, 
though  not  harshly  or  hardly,  the  shape  being  carried 
out  still  more  by  the  marked  form  of  the  chin, 
and  the  way  in  which  the  very  dark — almost  black 
—hair  was  pushed  away  from  the  rather  low  fore- 
head and  temples,  and  fell  in  heavy,  coarse,  thick, 
and  neglected  waves  behind  her  little  white  ears, 
and  down  her  neck.  Her  mouth  was  large  in  pro- 
portion to  her  face — the  nose  being  small — but  it 
was  wrell  shaped,  and  the  flexible  lips,  of  which  the 
upper  was  just  shaded  by  a  suspicion  of  down,  and 
the  lower  was  rather  too  full,  appeared  capable  of 
great  variety  of  expression,  that  which  seemed  most 
natural  to  them  being,  though  firm,  very  sweet  and 
attractive.  Her  complexion  was,  I  should  judge, 
one  of  those  very  sallow  ones  which  look  well  only 
by  candle-light,  so  that  I  probably  saw  her  at  her 
best — it  was  quite  devoid  of  any  colour,  and  rather 
thick,  and  her  cheeks  were  not  well  rounded.  She 
had,  however,  one  magnificent  point — large,  soft, 
living  eyes  of  the  colour  of  genius — the  glorious 
goldi-n  lui/el,  rarer  tliiiu  genius  itself.  Their  ex- 
pression was  not  easy  to  read,  but  they  had  passion 
and  braina  in  them ;  they  indicated  that  conibina- 
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tion  of  qualities  which  makes  men  great  and  women 
miserable.  In  figure  she  was  just  under  the  middle 
height,  fully  formed,  not  slight  and  not  slender,  but 
rather  stately,  with  good  hands  and  feet,  though 
not,  perhaps,  of  the  smallest.  She  was  dressed  vi-ry 
poorly,  and  even  meagrely,  in  some  stuff  that  was 
changing  from  black  to  brown,  and  she  wore  no 
ornament  except  a  rosary  of  the  commonest  sort. 
Whatever  others  she  might  ever  have  possessed, 
had  probably  been  long  ago  sold  for  necessaries. 
Such  was  the  heroine  of  the  mystery. 

"  The  old  woman — her  aunt,  apparently — seemed 
to  be  a  nobody.  She  was  very  fat,  very  ugly, 
very  dirty,  but  also  very  placid.  Her  smile  alone 
ought  to  save  her  from  starvation.  But  the  mobile 
expression  of  the  niece  was  far  removed, 
when  in  repose,  from  placid  calm,  and  now  was 
filled  with  a  joyful  brightness  which,  when  she 
regarded  her  uncle,  softened  into  affectionate  satis- 
faction. 

"  They  were  very  poor,  that  was  evident,  and  it 
is  evident  that  they  were  used  to  poverty  ;  but 
still  the  uncle,  and  still  more  the  niece — it  was  un- 
necessary and  useless  to  speculate  about  tin.-  placid 
aunt — showed  signs  of  culture  and  refinement.  At 
the  close  of  the  long  speech  which  old  Salvi  had 
made  about  Florence, — of  which,  I  must  confess,  I 
had  not  heard  very  much, — I  said — 

"  *  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  and  have  been 
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very  much  interested.     May  I  ask  if  you  hare  been 
long  in  Germany  ? ' 

" l  Only  a  few  months.  My  brother — Antonia's 
father — had  an  engagement  at  the  opera  at  Leipzig 
—he  was  a  violinist,  like  myself — he  drew  himself 
up  in  his  seat — l  and  he  got  me  engaged  there  to 
fill  a  vacancy.  I  was  disengaged  at  the  time,  and 
came  ;  but,  ah,  Monsieur,  we  are  all  mortal ! ' — here 
he  puffed  vigorously  at  the  cigar — '  and  my  poor 
Carlo  had  only  time  to  bless  his  daughter — and 
Monsieur  knows  the  ways  of  theatres ' — he  gave  a 
prodigious  shrug — *  and  eccomi  qud!1  Retried  to 
smile,  but  failed  miserably. 

"  I  just  glanced  at  Antonia.  Her  eyes  and  hands 
were  unnaturally  busy  with  her  work.  I  looked  at 
Madame  Salvi.  She  was  grave,  but  placid  still. 

" '  And  so,  Monsieur,  I  thought  I  could  not  do 
better  than  come  here.  Perhaps  I  may  get  an  en- 
gagement for  the  opera  season ;  anyhow,  they  say, 
I  shall  have  a  better  chance  than  at  Leipzig.  But 
you  see ' — he  began  to  speak  quickly  and  energeti- 
cally— '  meanwhile  one  must  live.  So  I  have  spent 
my  money — I  have  wandered  about — I  have  sought 
engagements — and  to-day,  Monsieur,  I  have  found 
one.' 

" '  And  I  hope  a  good  one.' 

"'It  is  as  second  violin  at  the  theatre.  It  is  a 
poor  thing,  Monsieur,  for  a  man  who  lias  talent; 
but,  after  all,  one  must  live  ' — (a  lamentable  shrug). 
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"'And  therefore  I  congratulate  you,  ami  tlio 
more  so  as  I  have  been  in  heavy  straits  myself. 
Besides,  no  doubt  you  will  rise  if  you  remain 
here.' 

"'Ah,  Monsieur  flatters!  But  who  shall  live, 
shall  see.7 

"'And  hear  also,  I  hope.  But  Mademoiselle 
your  niece — is  she  not  also  an  artist?' 

" '  Antonia  will  be  a  great  artist.  But  you  see 
her  education  is  broken.  If  all  had  gone  well  at 
Leipzig ' 

"  i  But  surely  your  own  instructions ' 

"  '  Such  as  she  is,  Monsieur,  my  own  and  my  poor 
Carlo's  have  made  her.  But  she  wants  practice — 
she  wants  form.' 

"  '  Could  you  not  get  her  an  engagement  hero  ? ' 

" '  Impossible.  There  is  nothing  going  on  at 
present;  and  we  have  no  name,  no  money,  no 
introductions,  no  friends.  Ah,  Monsieur  does  not 
know  the  ways  of  theatres.' 

"'Well,  I  shall  live  in  the  hope  of  applauding 
both  of  you  before  long.  For  the  pn-st-nt,  good 
night,  and  a  thousand  thanks.  I  hope  this  will 
not  be  the  end  of  our  acquaintance,  and  that  w.« 
shall  be  good  neighbours  —  especially  as  we  aro 
both  artists.' 

"'Ah!  Is  Monsieur  then  also  of  the  theatre?' 
Salvi's  eyes  sparkled,  as  if  he  saw  an  opening. 

"'No;  I  am  a  painter.' 
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"  This  time  Antonia  looked  up  with  interest. 

"  *  Pardon,  Monsieur,'  answered  the  uncle.  1 1 
too  hope  that  we  shall  be  good  neighbours.' 

"After  a  few  expressions  of  courtesy  on  both 
sides,  I  left  them. 

"  Now,  as  you  know,  I  am  pretty  well  acquainted 
with  Bohemia  in  all  its  tracts,  and  the  old  violinist 
is  no  new  character  to  me.  I  understand  him 
thoroughly.  It  is  the  old  story — the  man  being- 
forced  by  circumstances  rather  than  talent  into  that 
artist-life  which,  when  it  once  lays  hold  of  a  man, 
never  lets  him  go.  Have  you  not  seen,  a  hundred 
times  over,  that  type  of  man,  without  anything  like 
common  sense  or  common  prudence,  running  wildly 
on  account  of  some  vague  promise,  and  without 
means,  say  from  Milan  to  Dresden,  and  then  dis- 
gusted if  he  is  lucky  enough  to  find  himself  able 
to  keep  body  and  soul  together  ?  May  I  not  even 
add  that  we  too  know  something  of  such  things 
from  our  own  experience  of  ourselves?  I  have 
weathered  the  storm  now,  and  am  entitled  to 
proach. 

"And  so,  my  dear  Frank,  I  have  not  sent  you 
this  long  story  without  a  moral.  I  will  not  set  it 
out  in  full,  but  it  comes  to  this — return  to  England, 
and  shaiv,  so  far  as  may  be,  the  fortunes  of  your 
friend,  EDWARD  MAUUICK.'' 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Edward  Maurice  was  perfectly  right  in  his  esti- 
mate of  the  violinist.  Salvi  was  a  hanger-on  of  Art 
— a  man  of  sufficient  technical  skill  to  be  able  to 
make  a  sorry  living  by  it,  but  without  a  particle 
of  genius,  and — what  was  worse — without  the  self- 
knowledge  which  alone  could  have  improved,  or 
even  have  made  him  accept,  his  position.  His 
brother  had  been  a  man  of  a  higher  order ;  though 
also  without  genius,  he  had  appreciated  himself 
more  justly,  and  had  cultivated  himself  better  as  a 
musician.  Though  not  a  great  artist  himself,  ho 
knew  what  was  requisite  for  the  formation  of  a 
great  artist,  and  had  believed  with  truth  that  he  had 
loin  id  all  the  material  upon  which  to  work  in  his 
only  child,  Antonia.  From  his  earnings,  which 
never  large,  he  had  spent  freely  upon  her  musical 
education  whatever  he  could  possibly  spare,  and  tho 
one  dream  of  his  toiling  life  had  been  to  give  her  a 
sound  and  thorough  training,  and  to  bring  her  out 
upon  the  lyric  stage.  Antonia  had  entered  heart 
and  soul  into  all  her  father's  plans.  She  had 
aripiiivd  from  the  influence  of  all  the  circumstances 
which  had  surrounded  her  from  her  earliest  years 
an  intense  passion  for  musical  art,  and  especially 
for  that  branch  of  it  which  belongs  to  the  dniiiia. 
But  from  nature  she  had  acquired  much  more  than 
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this.  She  had  that  mysterious,  that  divine  faculty 
which  certainly  exists  in  some  independently  of 
circumstance,  of  culture,  even  of  intellect  itself, 
and  which,  for  want  of  a  better  and  more  exact 
knowledge,  we  vaguely  and  insufficiently  call  genius. 
But  genius  itself  requires  culture  to  produce  Art. 
The  most  expressive  voice  that  ever  sang,  the  most 
perfect  musical  instinct,  the  most  divinely  inspired 
soul,  must  still  be  taught  and  trained  ;  and  the  finer 
and  subtler  the  material,  the  more  skilful  must  be 
the  hand,  and  the  more  elaborate  the  process,  that  is 
required  to  weave  it  into  form.  Antonia  Salvi  was, 
at  an  early  age,  a  formed  woman  physically  and 
mentally — for  she  was  of  southern  race,  and  artistic 
genius  is  ever  precocious — of  magnificent  capabili- 
ties, of  intense  impulses,  of  grand  natural  gifts  ;  but 
she  required  that  culture  which  can  only  be  gained  in 
the  beaten  track — the  technicalities,  the  restraints, 
the  traditions,  and  the  useful,  if  not  altogether 
necessary,  conventionalities  of  art.  The  utter  want 
of  worldly  tact  and  knowledge  in  herself  and  in  her 
present  protectors,  made  it  likely  that,  unless  some 
most  unlooked-for  piece  of  good  fortune  should  be- 
fall her,  she  would  be  doomed  to  waste  her  great 
talents  upon  some  obscuro  stage,  or  in  endeavour- 
in^  to  teach  the  rudiments  of  an  art  with  which 
sin-  herself  was  imperfectly  acquainted.  At  j.i 
the  chorus  of  the  Dresden  theatre  seemed  to  be  her 
inevitable  destiny. 

B.S. — II.  Q 
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Her  want  of  personal  beauty  was  also  against  her 
in  a  professional  point  of  view;  and  the  sensitive 
shyness  which  is  so  often  a  quality  of  the  finer 
order  of  minds,  both  among  men  and  women,  was 
likely  to  prevent  her  for  a  long  period  from  gaining 
the  ease  of  manner  that  more  than  supplies  personal 
defects.  She  herself  was  conscious  of  her  want — 
what  plain  woman  is  not? — but  she  was  not  wise 
enough  to  endeavour  to  rectify  it  by  any  acquired 
attraction  of  manner.  On  the  contrary,  she,  in  her 
sensitive  pride,  concealed  not  only  her  great  powers, 
but  even  her  vast  hoards  of  affection  and  sympathy, 
from  the  world  at  large,  and  revealed  them  only 
to  her  own  immediate  circle,  which  was  narrow 
indeed. 

At  Dresden  she  had  no  means  whatever  of  self- 
cultivation — not  even  access  to  a  musical  instru- 
ment— and  almost  all  her  time  was  taken  up  in 
attending  to  the  domestic  affairs  of  the  little  house- 
hold. These  affairs  were  small  and  trivial,  it  is 
true,  but  Antonia,  though  a  woman,  was  an  ex- 
ceedingly bad  manager,  and  the  worst  possible  of 
economists ;  worse,  even,  than  her  uncle  himself, 
if  that  might  be.  She  was  always  in  some  difficulty 
or  making  some  blunder,  and  her  very  imperfect 
knowledge  of  German  did  not  make  her  troubles 
less.  The  number  of  tears  that  she  shed  in  the 
course  of  a  week  over  silbcrrjrmtclien  that  would 
never  como  right,  would  have  sufficed  for  a  dozen 
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funerals.  Her  uncle  was  always  out  of  doors — not 
that  that  made  any  difference — and  her  aunt  was 
quite  incapable  of  doing  anything  but  eating,  drink- 
ing, smiling  placidly.,  and  going  to  sleep. 

It  may  well  be  supposed  that  this  manner  of  life 
was  not  likely  to  render  poor  Antonia  more  at- 
tractive in  appearance  or  in  manner  than  before. 
She  grew  worso  dressed  and  more  careless  about 
herself — she  had  never  been  very  conspicuous  for 
neatness,  or  for  the  time  or  trouble  that  she  spent 
upon  her  dress  or  person — sallower,  thinner  in  tho 
face,  darker  under  the  eyes,  and  less  upright  of 
carriage.  She  also  grew  more  nervous  and  irrit- 
able, though  she  never  showed  this  to  her  undo 
or  aunt,  and  more  shy  and  silent  than  ever.  But 
nothing  injured  the  beauty  of  her  voice  or  of  her 
eyes. 

Her  voice  was  singularly  clear  and  strong,  with 
tin-  soft  and  mellow  fulness  that  never  belongs  to 
the  true  soprano,  and  the  peculiar  kind  of  sweetness 
with  which  the  women  of  Italy  and  of  Britain  alono 
seem  favoured.  Though  not  of  tho  true  soprano, 
it  was  quite  removed  from  the  contralto  quality, 
and  would  have-  been  popularly  classed  as  of  the 
former.  Maurice  was,  however,  not  quite  right 
win  MI,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Lawson,  he  spoke 
of  her  perfect  stylo.  She  sang  in  perfect  tune, 
ci-rtainly.  but  her  school  was  full  of  faults,  such  as 
would  have  ofti-ndud  the  least  fastidious  of  critics. 
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Often,  however,  she  would,  by  what  seemed  a 
happy  chance,  light  upon  sonic  new  rendering  of 
a  phrase,  or  some  new  effect  which  showed  that 
h« T  worst  faults  arose  from  anything  but  want  of 
ft  •••ling  or  intelligence. 

The  English  artist  could  not  but  be  interested 
in  her,  and  his  interest  could  not  but  grow  in 
proportion  to  the  growth  of  their  acquaintance. 
Otherwise,  however,  and  independently  of  her 
voice,  she  had  no  attraction  for  him  whatever, 
but  rather  the  contrary.  The  lover  of  the  beauti- 
ful, the  graceful,  and  the  amiable  Grace  Owen,  about 
whom  everything  was  always  in  perfect  taste  and 
in  perfect  keeping,  was  the  last  man  who  was  likely 
to  feel  the  least  attraction  towards  the  plain,  ungrace- 
ful, and  ungracious  Italian,  whom  poverty  and  the 
hard  circumstances  in  which  she  had  spent  her  life 
had  rendered, — not,  indeed,  ill-bred, — nature  had 
taken  care  of  that, — but  as  far  removed  from  the 
idea  of  a  dame  des  salons  as  could  well  be.  All  the 
refining  influences  of  life  had  always  surrounded 
Grace  Owen:  very  few,  always  excepting  those  of 
Art,  had  touched  the  imperfect  life  of  Antonia  Salvi. 
And  as  to  eyes,  Kdward  Maurice  had  spoken  the 
exact  truth  when  he  said  that  none,  however  beauti- 
ful, could  surpass  the  sweet,  pure  eyes  of  the  fair 
girl  in  England  who  was  to  be  his  wife — eyes  in 
which  lie  had  read  a  hundred  times  all  the  truth  and 
"fa  true  and  loving  lie-art. 
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The  interest,  however,  such  as  it  was,  that  he  took 
in  the  position  and  character  of  Antonia,  led  him  to 
n-prat  his  visit  to  the  apartment  across  the  passage. 
The  Italians  were  always  glad  to  see  him,  as  they 
had  no  friends,  and  scarcely  any  acquaintance  ;  and 
a  real  liking  sprang  up  among  them.  All,  however, 
had  their  illusions  about  each  other — that  of  Salvi 
himself  being  the  idea  that  the  charm  of  his  own 
very  mediocre  performances  on  the  violin  was  the 
attraction  for  the  English  painter;  for,  although 
vain  to  excess  of  his  niece's  talents,  he  was  in- 
finitely more  vain  of  his  own. 

It  was  no  very  unusual  thing,  then,  that  one  day 
in  the  following  January  Maurice  tapped  at  Salvi's 
door,  or  that  he  heard  the  clear  voice  of  Antonia 
cry  "  Come  in  ! "  or  that  he  entered  and  found  her 
alone.  Her  uncle  was  out,  as  usual,  and  her  aunt 
was  probably  asleep  in  the  next  room.  Antonia 
herself  was  engaged  in  her  never-ending  task  of 
Irving  to  n Kike  her  silbergrosclten  come  right. 

"  How  busy  you  look,  Antonia ! "  said  Maurice. 
"  You  look  like  a  Minister  of  Finance,  at  the  least." 

She  shrugged  herself  together,  something  after 
the  manner  of  her  uncle.  "  I  often  wish  I  was  a 
queen,"  she  said,  "but  never  so  much  as  when  I 
have  my  accounts  to  do." 

"Why  BO?" 

"  Because  then  I  should  have  a  Finance  Minister 
to  save  me  the  trouble." 
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"  JVrhaps  the  Queen  that  is  to  be — of  Song — 
will  appoint  me  to  the  office?" 

"  Look  here  !  "  she  answered,  wrinkling  together 
traight,  black  eyebrows,  and  pushing  to  him 
petulantly  a  small  greasy  account  -  book.  "  See 
what  you  can  make  of  that." 

It  would  have  taxed  the  utmost  skill  of  the  most 
skilful  accountant  to  make  head  or  tail  of  the 
extraordinary  specimen  of  compound  addition  and 
subtraction  that  was  put  into  the  hands  of  Maurice, 
who,  not  being  even  so  much  as  an  unskilful  one, 
looked  at  it  vaguely  upside  down.  His  look  of 
bewilderment  changed  Antonia's  mood  in  a  moment, 
and  she  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  I  am  afraid  you  will  have  to  appoint  me  to 
some  other  office,"  said  Maurice.  "Finance  was 
never  veiy  much  in  my  line.  But  perhaps  I  can 
help  you,  nevertheless.  Shall  we  try?" 

Antouia  really  brightened  at  the  suggestion,  and 
for  some  minutes  the  two  were  deep  in  the  mysteries 
of  Saxon  coinage.  Certainly  the  disbursements 
MI  mil,  but  enormous  in  proportion  to  tho 
receipts.  At  last  the  discrepancy  became  so  glar- 
ing, and  there  seemed  so  little  hope  of  inventing 
r.ny  ne\v  system  of  management,  that  if  Antonia 
had  been  alone  she  would  have  wept  herself  into 
a  headache  with  despair;  but,  as  she  chanced  to 
have  a  companion,  her  innate  Bohemianism  and 
her  defiant  spirit  got  the  better  of  her,  and  she 
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worked   herself  into  a  reckless   vein  of  talk   arid 
laughter. 

It  is  as  unnecessary  as  it  would  be  impossible  to 
produce  any  extracts  from  the  little  volume  that 
formed  at  once  the  day  -  book  and  ledger  of  tho 
family  of  the  violinist.  But,  prosaic  as  were  the 
contents,  Maurice  was  really  touched  to  the  heart. 
Probably  not  ninety-nine  persons  out  of  a  hundred 
really  understand  the  intense  distress  that  some 
men — of  whom  he  was  one — feel  when  they  see 
great  talents  doomed  to  be  checked  and  balked  by 
undeserved  poverty  and  the  petty  cares  of  conven- 
tional life.  But  the  few  who  do  understand  it  will 
ivadily  comprehend  the  feelings  of  Edward  Maurice 
towards  Antonia.  If  she  had  been  his  greatest 
enemy,  he  would,  with  pleasure  and  eagerness, 
have  spent  more  than  he  could  well  spare  to  place 
her  in  her  true  position.  Whenever  he  heard  her 
voice  while  he  stood  before  his  picture,  he  lamented 
her  probable  fate,  and  tried  to  form  schemes  whereby 
it  might  be  reversed.  But  as  yet  he  formed  no 
resolution. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  the  following  letter 
to  Lawson: — 

"Dlu.sDi.N,  J  it  near  i/  15,  1S4-. 

"iM.Ai;    FIIANK, — When   I   last  \vvotr   to   v.-ii,  the 

-  Were   still  on   tin-   trees.      What   a   Imig  time 

back  that  makes  it  seem  !     Xou,  we  are  ice-bound, 

and  do  little  else  than  skate.      Which  is  most  to  be 
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rnviod  of  us  two?  You,  on  the  whole,  I  think. 
But  we  have  our  pleasures  too. 

"  I  wish  you  could  see  my  picture,  as  I  want 
some  one  to  give  me  a  genuine  opinion — some  one 
who  knows  what  I  used  to  be,  and  could  say 
whether  I  have  improved  or  not.  I  cannot  do  very 
much  to  it  just  now,  as  the  days  are  so  short ;  but 
it  is  not  very  far  from  being  finished,  and  will,  I 
hope,  be  ready  in  a  month  or  two. 

"  I  never  have  any  news  from  England  now, 
except  what  I  read  in  newspapers,  and  about  that 
I  don't  much  care.  That  is  not  news,  in  my  sense, 
as  you  know.  I  sometimes  think  of  taking  a  holi- 
day and  running  over  for  a  month  ;  but  the  experi- 
ment would  be  too  dangerous.  After  all,  I  havo 
got  over  a  quarter  of  my  time,  though  it  has  seemed 
so  long. 

"  What  in  the  world  shall  I  find  to  write  about  ? 
You  won't  care  to  hear  about  skating,  coffee-parties 
— which  in  dulness  beat  even  the  British  tea-fi^ht 
hollow — or  any  one  whom  I  know,  and  of  whom, 
excepting  my  cantatrice  on  the  other  side  of  the 
passage,  you  never  heard.  By  the  way,  I  wish  I 
had  not  heard  her  quite  so  often  myself.  If  you 
livrd  with  me  you  would  soon  find  out  to  your  cost 
what  makes  me  mention  her  in  every  letter  I  writ.-. 
If  the  noise  she  makes  in  the  world  is  ever  any- 
thing like  what  she  makes  at  No.  25  Marien  Strasse, 
you  will  hear  of  her  often  enough  in  time.  She  is, 
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however,  an  amusing  person  to  talk  to,  with  more 
brains  than  beauty.  She  is  very  naive  and  original 
too  ;  and  though  her  criticism  is  not  exactly  accord- 
ing to  rule,  it  generally  has  meaning.  How  many 
of  us  could  say  as  much  ? 

"  You  see  that  I  am  writing  more  to  ask  you  to 
write  than  to  tell  you  anything.  Sometimes  I  get 
a  sort  of  home-sickness  on  me,  and  long  to  hear  a 
voice  from  my  old  world.  Work  is  not  enough  to 
fill  one's  whole  life — especially  mine,  with  whom  it 
is  so  much  more  a  means  than  an  end.  With  some 
men,  I  know,  it  is  different.  Tibald  himself,  for 
instance,  never  seems  to  have  an  idea  in  his  head, 
or  a  feeling  in  his  heart,  that  has  not  reference  to 
his  work.  If  he  were  the  most  hopelessly  stupid 
and  unsuccessful  man  in  the  world,  instead  of  being 
the  contrary,  I  believe  he  would  still  work  on  in 
his  own  way,  though  the  result  were  starvation.  I 
sometimes  feel  quite  angry  with  him.  He  is  deaf 
to  music,  and  apparently  the  most  prosaic  man  in 
the  world — never  even  talks  about  pictures  except 
in  the  way  that  a  carpenter  talks  about  chairs  and 
tables — all  the  energy  and  all  the  enthusiasm  that 
he  must  have  about  him  somewhere  he  bottles 
up  and  lets  out  from  his  finger-ends,  never  from 
his  tongue  or  his  eyes.  He  never  needs  rest  or 
amusement.  He  seems  an  incarnation  of  Goethe's 
"Without  haste — but  without  rest."  Every  hour 
of  daylight  he  is  at  work — every  hour  that  he  is 
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awake  he  is  thinking,  in  company  with  his  meer- 
schaum. Ho  never  dreams,  not  even  in  sleep. 
II'  tt-lls  me  that  he  only  had  a  dream  once  in  his 
life,  and  what  do  you  suppose  it  was?  Some  vague 
.striving  after  ideal  beauty? — some  great  attempt  to 
express  an  unattainable  thought?  Not  the  least. 
JI.'  dreamed  that  Titian  told  him  that  he  had  better 
keep  clear  of  heaven,  for  they  got  white  beer  there, 
and  not  Bavarian.  Then  he  works  so  provokingly 
slowly.  But  what  results  !  You  know  those  works 
of  his,  so  honestly  emulating  those  of  the  giants  of 
old,  so  grand,  so  full  of  poetry,  and  yet  almost  so 
over-faultless.  He  seems,  too,  as  a  teacher,  to  read 
the  nature  of  one's  talent  by  intuition,  and  knows 
how  to  bring  it  out;  and  ho  has  a  genius  for 
criticism,  though  it  is  always  of  the  cold  and 
judicial  order — he  never  seems  to  hate  or  to  love. 
Sheer  power  and  strength,  without  beauty — that  is 
his  character :  he  seems  to  put  so  much  beauty 
into  his  work  that  he  has  left  none  to  spare  for 
life. 

"  I  conkss  I  do  not  understand  such  a  man.  I 
say,  let  life  be  beautiful  as  a  whole.  Art  is  not 
every  tiling.  What  say  you  at  KuDicV — Yi>:irs  ever, 

"  K.  MALKK    , 
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CHAPTER  V. 

However  much  or  little  Maurice  thought  about 
Antonia,  she  certainly  thought  a  great  deal  about 
him.  He  was  the  first  person  she  had  ever  known 
who  was  capable  of  giving  her  anything  like  sym- 
pathy in  her  vague  aspirations — who  could  share 
her  feeling  about  Art  as  something  more  than  a 
means  of  obtaining  one's  share  of  the  good  things 
of  this  earth.  When  but  a  child,  her  questions  and 
her  dreams,  which  she  then  used  to  pour  forth  with 
impulsive  frankness,  had  been  as  little  understood 
by  those  about  her  as  if  she  talked  the  language 
of  another  world — as,  in  fact,  she  did.  With  the 
quickness  of  all  children  in  such  matters,  she  soon 
found  this  out,  and  drew  into  herself  more  and 
more,  and  became  strange  and  solitary.  The  wan- 
dering life  her  family  led  had  always  prevented 
IHT  forming  more  than  the  most  passing  acquaint- 
ance witli  other  girls  of  her  own  age,  and  those 
with  whom  she  did  meet  interested  her  but  little ; 
and  so  she  passed  the  unhappy  youth  which  such 
natures  must  inevitably  undergo  —  unhappy  even 
wlirii  surrounded  by  ufil'i-t innate  sympathy,  but  uu- 
Bpeakably  miserablr  \\IK-H.  as  is  usually  the  case, 
it  is  misunderstood.  When  such  natures  liavo 
grown  old  enough  to  appreciate  the  world  and 
themselves,  the  bitterness  passes  away.  True 


44  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

genius  accepts  with  a  proud  and  silent  r< 
tion  its  solitary  fate,  and  rejoices  in  shedding 
abroad  its  warmth  and  light  without  even  wishing 
for  the  least  return.  But  Antonia,  as  yet,  under- 
stood neither  herself  nor  the  world.  She  still 
longed  for  sympathy,  and  to  meet  with  some  nature, 
that  might  speak  her  own  language  and  coiupp-- 
hend  something  of  what  filled  her  soul. 

She  was  not  an  acute  analyst  of  the  characters 
of  others — her  experience  was  too  confined,  and 
her  nature  too  introspective  and  self  -  contained. 
She  always  accepted  others  who  showed  her  any 
kindness  at  an  estimation  higher  even  than  that 
at  which  they  valued  themselves ;  and  as  Maurice 
was,  in  many  points,  really  her  superior — in  expe- 
rience and  cultivation,  for  instance — she  was  only 
too  willing  to  lean  on  and  confide  in  him.  She  was 
woman,  att«-r  all. 

Maurice,  on  the  contrary,  was,  consciously  and 
intentionally,  an  analyser  of  men  and  things. 
Though  of  a  lighter  and  h-ss  intense  character  than 
Antonia,  his  imagination,  his  experience  of  im-n 
and  women,  and  that  almost  feminine  sensibility 
which  is  a  common  phenomenon  of  the  artisti- 
perament,  led  him  to  comprehend  Antonia's  charac- 
t-T  very  soon.  He  could  not,  perhaps,  feel  quite  like 
her,  but  he  could  understand  her  feelings  much 
better  than  she  could  understand  them  hersrlf. 

It  gradually  became  more  and  more  the  habit  of 
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Antnnia,  as  the  familiarity  of  friendship  increased, 
to  ask  Maurice  for  advice  in  her  difficulties.  Ono 
day — it  was  at  the  end  of  February — she  entered 
his  studio  for  the  first  time.  The  affair  was  urgent, 
and  as  he  had  not  visited  his  neighbours  for  some 
days,  she  was  obliged  to  anticipate  his  coming. 
When  she  entered  he  was  at  work  upon  his  picture 
of  '  The  Death  of  Moreau.'  Her  eyes  immediately 
rested  upon  the  work,  which  was  very  nearly  fin- 
ished. She  was  the  first  person  who  had  seen  it 
except  the  painter  himself. 

Maurice  noticed  the  direction  of  her  look  with  an 
anxiety  which  he  would  not  Lave  confessed  even  to 
himself,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  unconscious 
disappointment  that  she  made  no  remark  on  what 
she  saw,  but  entered  at  once  on  the  business  upon 
which  she  had  come.  Before  she  left  him,  however, 
he  was  determined  to  sound  her  upon  the  subject 
of  his  picture — not  that  he  doubted  the  favourable 
nature  of  her  opinion,  but  that,  like  all  artists — and 
he  certainly  did  not  differ  from  his  brethren  in  this 
respect — his  soul  longed  for  the  encouragement  of 
praise,  especially  as  lie  felt  sure  that  hers  would  not 
IK-  nnappreciative.  He  therefore  said — 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  have  at  last  visited  my  nmgni- 
lireiit  (th-lii'i-.  1  wish,  though,  I  had  something  bet- 
ter to  show  yi m.  You  see  even  this  is  unfinished." 

She  looked  well  at  the  great  historical  picture  of 
the  dying  Marshal,  but  said  nothing.  Something 
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iii  IKT  expression  reminded  Maurice —  strangely 
enough — of  Tibuld  ;  and  the  fancy  made  him  smile. 
In  point  of  fact,  she  wanted  to  find  soniethini;-  i.> 
say,  but  could  not.  Who  among  those  who  frequent 
the  studios  has  not  felt  so  a  thousand  times  ?  And 
who  among  artists  has  not  felt  the  chill  that  follows 
that  unwilling  silence  on  the  part  of  some  valiu-d 
visitor?  Not  paint.-rs  only,  but  musicians  and 
poets  also  know  it  well — and  their  friends  even 
bettor  than  they. 

Antonia,  was  certainly  .anything  but  a  gushing  per- 
son— she  had  no  flattery  at  the  end  of  her  ton^-u.-. 

"  I  see,"  she  said  at  last.  "  Will  it  be  long  be- 
fore it  is  quite  finished?  I  never  like  to  say  what 
I  think  before  the  end." 

"You  are  right  in  that.  Processes  should  always 
be  kept  concealed." 

"Besides,  I  am  a  bad  judge  of  pictures,"  said 
Antonia. 

"I  doubt  that,  very  much." 

"But  I  am,  indeed.  At  least  I  always  differ 
from  everybody." 

"  So  do  all  good  judges." 

"  But  I  mean  from  good  judges." 

"  For  instance  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  hardly  know.  In  fact,  I  have  never  talked 
much  about  such  things." 

"  But  you  must  have  seen  a  groat  many  pictui 

"A  great  many — but  I  remember  very  f.  \\. 
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"  You  must  have  seen  more  than  I — I  know  only 
London  and  Paris  and  hero, — you  know  Florence, 
and  Rome,  and  Venice,  besides  Dresden  and  Paris." 

"  Yes — and  Munich  as  well.  But  you  beat  me 
l»y  London.  Are  there  many  pictures  there?" 

"  A  great  many.     But  I  envy  you  Italy." 

"You  will  go  there  some  day,  I  suppose?" 

"  I  hope  so,  most  devoutly.  But  do  you  not  caro 
for  Art — for  pictures,  I  mean  ?  "  Perhaps  the  unex- 
pected failure  of  Moreau  rankled  in  him  a  little. 

"  Not  care  for  them  ?     Why  do  you  ask  that  ?  " 

"  You  said  they  do  not  remain  in  your  memory. 
Xow  that  I  rather  look  on  as  a  test." 

"  I  daresay  you  are  right,"  she  answered — "  and 
yet  I  am  not  sure.  The  fact  is,  that  when  I  loavo 
a  gallery  I  generally  remember  one  picture  and  no 
more  ;  and  the  more  I  look  at,  the  less  I  can  re- 
member of  the  others  and  the  more  of  the  one.  You 
kno\v  the  Louvre?" 

"  Well." 

'•  Well,  then— out  of  all  the  pictures  there— I 
believe  I  saw  them  all  with  my  father — I  onlv 
remember  one." 

"And  that  is ?" 

"Our  Blessed  Lady." 

"  You  mean  the  great  Murillo,  no  doubt — I  have 
known  it  affect  others  in  the  same  way.  But  do 
yon  remember  no  more?" 

"That,  and  an 
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"I  guess  which  you  mean." 

"And  then  in  Florence  I  remember  again  Our 
Blessed  Lady,  and  here — 

"  What  is  it  you  know  best  here  ?  " 

"  Our  Lady  again — but  the  most  beautiful  of  all." 

"  I  suppose  you  mean  the  San  Sisto?" 

'"  I  daresay  it  is  called  so." 

"  But  do  you  not  remember  my  favourite — *  La 
Notte'— the  Coreggio?" 

"Which  is  that?" 

"  The  picture  where  Mary  is  bending  over  the 
cradle.  Do  you  not  remember  it  by  the  wonderful 
light  streaming  upon  the  mother's  face  from  the 
glory  of  her  child?" 

"  I  remember  !  It  is  beautiful  indeed.  But  the 
other — I  know  it  by  heart." 

"  It  is  indeed  a  great  picture.  But,  somehow,  it 
disappointed  me." 

"  Disappointed  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  very  heretical,  but  I  confess  it." 

"  What  could  you  have  expected,  then  ?  " 

"  I  hardly  know — but  so  it  was." 

"  There— did  I  not  tell  you  I  am  a  bad  judge  ?  " 

"  But  in  this  it  is  I,  not  you,  who  differ  from  tlio 
good  judges." 

"  But  you  are  a  painter." 

"  We  are  both  artists.  Art  is  one.  But  what  do 
you  say,  Antonia?  Let  us  see  the  two  pictures 
together,  and  «!•  •<•].!«•  the  question." 
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"  I  shall  always  love  the  San  Sisto  best — but  I 
love  the  other,  too." 

"Shall  we  go,  however V 

Antonia  consented  with  joy,  and  the  visit  to  the 
gallery  which  ensued  was  by  no  means  the  last. 
It  soon  became  even  a  matter  of  course  that  when- 
ever Maurice  had  time  and  opportunity  at  his  dis- 
posal, he  spent  it  in  company  with  the  Italian  girl 
at  the  gallery  in  the  Neu-Markt.  Her  enthusiasm 
was  at  first  intensely  uncultivated;  but  she  had, 
even  at  the  beginning,  and  in  a  much  higher  degree 
than  her  more  skilled  companion,  the  faculty  of 
going  straight  to  the  soul  of  a  picture,  and  her  free 
and  impulsive  criticism,  though  often  really  wrong, 
often  threw  upon  the  subjects  which  it  touched  a 
light  which  he  could  never  otherwise  have  gained 
during  the  study  of  a  life-time.  He  often  rightly 
differed  from  her,  but  her  remarks,  even  when 
wildest,  \\cre  suggestive,  and  opened  out  to  him 
new  regions  of  idea  and  new  lines  of  criticism. 
Her  method  of  studying  a  picture  was  illustrative 
of  her  nature.  She  would  stand  before  some  paint- 
ing, selected,  Heaven  alone  know  why — often  really 
from  caprice,  and  very  often  apparently  so — and 
wait  Ix-fore  it  in  silence  until  sho  had  established 
between  it  and  herself  a  stnmuv  kind  of  sympathy. 
When  in  this  state  she  was  sometimes  physically 
affected,  in  the  same  way  as  many  persons  are  l»v 
music.  The  tears  would  come  into  her  eyes,  and 
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she  became  unconscious  for  a  time  of  th" 
and  people  around  hor — of  time  and  place — of  all 
save  the  cause  of  her  excitement.  Her  living 
liuinan  soul  entered  the  dead  canvass,  and,  as  it 
were,  raised  it  from  the  dead.  As  is  almost  always 
the  case,  her  excitement  became  contagious,  and 
Maurice  himself  could  not  help  sometimes  coming 
under  its  influence,  and  the  oftener  as  time  went 
on.  When  the  rapport  between  herself  and  a  paint- 
ing was  once  established,  it  was  easily  renewed ; 
and  on  entering  the  gallery  afterwards,  she  was 
drawn  at  once  to  some  painting  which  had  acquired 
this  sort  of  fascination  over  her.  But,  in  time,  the 
skill  and  Iniowledge  of  Maurice  educated  her  as  much 
as  her  enthusiasm  had  opened  a  new  world  to  him, 
so  that  at  last  they  nearly  met  half-way.  And  so 
they,  the  man  and  the  woman,  passed  through  tli 
long  lines  of  paintings  as  if  through  life  —  he 
through  knowledge,  she  through  emotion,  helping 
and  aiding  each  other  to  probe  to  its  real  depths 
the  world  of  beautiful  ideas — the  world  of  Art,  in 
which  dwelt  both  their  souls. 

The  following  passage  occurs  in  a  letter  written 
1  > y  Maurice  to  Lawson,  in  April : — 

"  You  see  that  the  iron  of  work  is  more  and  more 
entering  into  my  soul — what  I  used  to  call  legiti- 
mate work,  I  mean,  and  not  my  own  picture.  I 
wish,  though,  you  could  see  the  latter  still.  I  don't 
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know  what  to  say  of  it.  I  am  sorry  I  chose  such 
u  subject,  but  I  suppose  I  had  better  get  it  done-. 
It  was  very  wrong  of  me  to  go  in  for  a  battle-piece, 
with  red  coats,  and  so  on.  But  still  I  had  an  idea, 
and  should  like  you  to  help  me  to  make  it  out. 

"  You  know  my  love  of  speculating  about  other 
people.  Well,  my  attempt  to  set  the  maestro  before 
you  has  sot  me  thinking  about  many  things.  This 
is  the  result,  if  you  care  to  have  it,  so  far  as  he  is 
concerned.  It  is  my  attempt  to  solve  what  used  to 
appear  to  me  the  intensely  prosaic  nature  of  the  man. 

"  Men  of  large  natures,  and  women  too,  cannot 
list-  the  small  language  of  the  world.  The  highest 
language  of  the  world  is  inadequate  for  the  expres- 
sion of  any  but  small  ideas.  Thus  those  who  have 
large  ideas  must  necessarily  give  up,  as  utterly 
vain,  any  attempt  to  talk  them.  They  very  soon 
find  that  it  is  utterly  impossible.  All  superlatives 
and  conventionally  poetical  expressions  are  thus 
quite  meaningless,  except  when  used  to  express  the 
highest  flight  to  which  small  minds  can  reach.  A 
schoolgirl  is  quite  justified  in  going  into  ecstasies 
<>f  words,  but  how  should  the  enthusiasm  of  a 
Tibald  find  vent  V  Not  even  the  highest  poetry 
can  exactly  express  that  form  of  enthusiasm  which 
finds  its  true  outlet  in  form  and  colour.  How  tame, 
to  a  VTV  -Ti-at  painter,  must  appear  any  attempt 
to  describi-  in  words  what  can  only  be  expr- 
by  the  hand. 
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"I  believe  this  to  !><•  tin-  reason  why  the  talk  of 
painters,  like  that  of  musicians,  is  gem-rally 
lined  to  technicalities,  about  which  they  con  talk, 
and  uf  money,  of  which  genius  is  as  greedy  as  it 
is  pn»fuse — ami  why  they,  as  a  rule,  helievo  only 
in  sinall  po.-try.  whicli  only  attempts  t«>  express 
small  ideas. 

"I  imagino  1<>  myself,  then,  a  nature  full  of 
impulse  ami  passion  that  cannot  be  suppi- 
denied  its  proper  outlet,  and  the  conventional  idea 
of  the  enthusiasl  is  the  result.  It  would  l»e  always 
trying  to  pour  itself  into  all  sorts  of  channels — 
would  be  talking1  for  ever,  and  incapable  of  doing 
anything.  But,  let  it  once  find  its  right  course,  and 
it  would  flow  on  calmly  and  silently,  doing  great 
things,  though  bearing  a  smiling  and  perhaps  even 
stupid  front  to  the  world.  The  enthusiasm  would 
be  there,  but  fully  developed — it  would  have  turned 
to  energy. 

"It  is  the  most  terrible  thing  that  can  happen 
to  ;i  man  or  woman  to  bo  denied,  or  not  to  be  able 
to  find,  the  proper  outlet.  And  yet,  I  fear,  it 
happens  daily.  This  rather  commonplace  truth 
>me  home  to  me  of  late  with  a  new  force, 
and  as  if  it  were  a  discovery  of  my  own.  I  suppose 
you  will  say  you  knew  it  all  long  ago.  I  should 
have  said  1  knew  it  too — but  I  should  have  be6ti 
wn  ; 
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May  2. — I  have  been  just  eleven  months  in 
Dresden  to-day,  and  cannot  help  feeling  that  I 
have  made  good  progress  in  the  time.  Certainly 
in  many  ways  I  am  very  different  as  a  painter  from 
what  I  was  a  year  ago.  -I  shall  deserve  to  be  able 
to  get  my  bread,  I  hope  and  believe  ;  but  shall  I 
ever  be  able  to  do  anything  really  great?  Shall 
I  ever  be  able  to  carry  out  in  truth  one  single  idea? 

I  arn  not,  however,  altogether  without  encoura-v- 
meiit.  Tibald  has  certainly  noticed  me  very  favour- 
ably of  lute,  and  clearly  takes  an  interest  in  me. 
He  no  longer  contents  himself  with  "  So ! "  and 
'•  Ilin  ! " — he  really  goes  out  of  his  road  to  give  me 
advice.  But  independently  of  Tibald — though  it 
is  no  doubt  owing  to  him — I  certainly  feel  my  ideas 
about  all  artistic  matters  considerably  enlarged  and 
expanded.  For  one  thing,  1  begin  to  see  elearly — 
what  I  have  never  properly  understood  till  lately — 
that  Art,  to  be  worth  anything,  must  be  its  own 
end.  Of  course  I  have  said  so  a  hundred  thousand 
times,  but  I  brlii-ved  and  said  it  only  in  the  way 
that  a  man  believes  and  says  that  he  is  mortal;  he 
would  not  dream  of  denying  the  assertion,  of  course, 
and  would  laugh  at  the  absurdity  of  any  one  who 
might  be  so  daring  as  to  do  so — but  the  truth  of  it, 
I  see  now,  was  never  part  of  myself.  1  really  do 
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to  bo  the  same  person  who  began  to  paint 
that  absurd  daub  of  '  The  Death  of  Moreau.'  How 
strange  is  a  sudden  waking  up  like  this!  I  can 
almost  date  the  moment  of  it. 

There  is  only  one  thing  about  which  I  do  not  feel 
quite  at  ease.  I  have  the  same  old  desire  still  to 
paint  a  picture  now,  and  at  once.  I  know  that 
Tihald  would  say,  "No— not  yet,"  but  I  must  let 
myself  out  somehow.  Perpetual  and  unvaried 
taking  in  is  very  right,  no  doubt,  but  it  restrains 
oin-'s  energy  rather  too  much.  I  really  must  do 
something,  as  well  as  loam.  I  shall  not  attempt 
anything  very  immense,  though,  this  time. 

May  7. — What  a  strange  girl  Antonia  is !  And 
yet,  somehow,  I  understand  her,  though  I  should 
certainly  be  unable  to  give  any  idea  of  her  character 
to  any  one  else.  Suppose  I  were  writing  to  Lawson, 
for  instance,  and  wanted  to  give  him  my  impression 
of  her,  what  in  the  world  could  I  say?  Very  en- 
thusiastic— yes,  but  so  are  a  million  women.  Good 
natural  talent  for  Art — so  have  a  million  more. 
Very  uncultivated — well,  how  few  women  are  not  ! 
So  that  won't  do.  I  should  only  have  described  a 
woman  very  little  above  the  average,  and  not  really 
like  Antonia  at  all.  Perhaps  I  could  get  at  it  by 
means  of  cataloguing  her  peculiarities.  For  in- 
stance, she  is  the  only  enthusiastic  woman  I 
came  across  who  is  silent — from  which  I  should 
infer  that  her  enthusiasm  is  real.  She  is  the  only 
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clever  woman  I  ever  saw  who  is  not  always  saying 
clever  things — so  I  infer  some  other  obscure  virtue 
in  her ;  and  the  only  uncultivated  woman  who  does 
or  does  not  something  or  other  quite  as  much  to  the 
point ;  and  so  on.  Well,  it  isn't  worth  the  trying, 
for  I  certainly  don't  want  to  describe  her  to  anybody, 
and  I  need  not  try  to  explain  to  myself  why  I  think 
I  understand  her. 

I  wish,  though,  I  could  help  her  to  cultivate  her 
own  special  talent — music.  I  believe  that  she  would 
do  on  the  stage.  She  has  all  the  qualities,  and  is  a 
born  Italian  as  well,  which  is  a  piece  of  good  fortune 
that  ought  not  to  be  wasted.  Well,  I  must  try  and 
make  a  little  money — I  should  rather  like  to  play  the 
art  patron  to  some  one  who  would  do  me  justice. 

The  worst  of  it  is  that  she  ought  not  to  be  wasting 
all  this  time  if  she  is  ever  really  to  do  anything. 
.  .  .  By  the  way,  a  good  idea !  There  is  one 
thing  I  can  do — I  will  hire  a  piano,  and  she  shall 
use  it  as  much  as  she  likes — or,  better,  it  shall 
stand  in  their  room.  I  shall  ask  them  to  take  care 
of  it  for  me  as  a  favour,  for  I  certainly  have  no  room 
for  it  heiv,  and  my  work  will  not  be  disturbed — that 
would  never  do. 

May  29. — I  almost  wish  to  heaven  that  I  had 
never  thought  of  the  piano,  or  i-lse  that  the  lady 
would  let  it  alone  sometimes — say  for  half  an  hour 
or  so  once-a-week. 

IVrhaps,  however,  when  the  summer  is   really 
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licrc,  I  shall  have  ;i  little  less  of  it.  If  she  i>  ;it 
all  like  nil-  she  will  find  Art  go  a  little  to  the  dogs 
when  Xatuiv  has  it  all  her  own  way  a^ain — espe- 
cially when  Art  calls  to  work  and  Nature  to  idle- 
ness. I  wonder  what  Lawson  is  doing — I  have  not 
heard  from  him  for  an  age.  But  then,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  have  not  written  to  him — and  what  is  the 
advantage  of  Friendship  if  it  cannot  exist  without 
correspondence?  That  is  the  feminine  idea — but 
then  feminine  friendship,  I  take  it,  is  a  very  queer 
thing. 

Well,  if  I  mean  to  enjoy  myself  a  little  when  the 
summer  comes,  I  must  work  all  the  better  now. 
Certainly  I  have  a  very  good  example,  if  not  always 
before  my  eyes,  yet  always  in  my  ears.  What 
a  glorious  voice  it  is !  I  must  manage  to  get 
acquainted  with  somebody  or  other  who  may  be 
able  to  do  something  for  it — it  is  infinitely  too  good 
to  be  lost  in  the  chorus,  and  the  uncle  and  aunt 
seem  a  couple  of  imbeciles.  If  I  could  but  get  that 
splendid  voice  of  hers  only  half  a  mile  away  from 
myself,  what  a  relief  it  would  bo  to  me!  Perhaps 
I  might  manage  to  do  something  with  this  picture 
of  mine  in  that  ca-  . 

Certainly  we  painters  stand  at  a  great  disadvan- 

with  respect  to  musicians.     We  can't  annoy 

them  with  our  practising,  but  they  can  drive  us  to 

desperation  with  their:;.      I   niiuit  find   out   some 

method  of 
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How  she  is  attacking  those  exercises !  Well — 
I  give  in — and  in  sheer  despair  will  attack  urine. 

To-morrow  I  will  lay  in  a  stock  of  cotton  wool. 

June  16. — Summer  is  come  again,  and  I  have 
wasted  its  first  real  day  by — working. 

I  am  ashamed  of  myself,  but  the  fact  remains.  I 
had  made  such  good  intentions  only  last  night. 
I  was  not  to  do  a  stroke  of  work,  but  was  to  walk 
by  myself  to  my  old  place  on  the  Leipzig  road. 
What  an  age  it  is  since  I  was  there  last !  There  I 
was  to  drink  a  bottle  of  Rudesheimer,  and  then  do 
whatever  I  might  feel  inclined,  except  go  back  to 
the  town.  What  demon  put  it  into  my  head  to  give 
just  one  touch  to  my  confounded  canvass  ?  Alas ! 
I  yielded  to  temptation — the  touch  multiplied  it- 
self— and  here  I  am  still,  with  my  head  one  whirl  of 
scales.  Could  I  not  even  have  bought  the  cotton 
wool  ? 

Well,  I  vow  that  the  very  next  fine  day  I  will 
not  even  look  towards  my  easel.  To-morrow — well, 
I  may  as  well  finish  off  what  I  have  been  doing  to- 
day— and  the  next  day  I  must  spend  entirely  with 
Tibald — and  the  next,  I  have  promised  to  take 
Antonia  to  the  theatre — and  the  next — well,  I  will 
do  nothing  as  soon  as  possible  at  least. 

And  now  let  me  see  what  I  have  done  to-day.  I 
should  like  Antonia  to  see  it  also,  though — to  judge 
how  far  I  have  succeeded  in  working  out  that  idea 
of  hers.  I  will  get  her  to  look  at  it  to-morrow,  when 
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it  will  be  in  a  better  state,  and  make  her  give  me 
her  opinion. 

I  must  write  to  Lawson  soon — one  day  next  wci-k, 
perhaps.  And  yet,  perhaps,  I  had  better  wait  till  I 
hear  from  him.  I  don't  even  know  whether  he  is 
in  Rome  or  not ;  and,  if  he  did  not  get  my  letter 
there,  I  don't  suppose  he  would  get  it  at  all. 

What  shall  I  do  with  myself  this  evening?  I 
have  been  keeping  myself  so  close  lately  that  I  am 
beginning  to  lose  all  my  acquaintance.  I  could  go 
to  Emil's,  certainly — but,  ten  to  one,  he  will  be  at 
the  theatre,  and  I  am  getting  tired  of  that  eternal 
method  of  killing  time.  I  might  take  a  stroll  on 
the  terrace — I  should  be  sure  to  meet  some  one  I 
knew — but  no,  I  think  I  will  stay  at  home,  after  all. 
In  that  case  I  may  as  well  fill  my  meerschaum. 
Confound  it!  I  left  it  last  night  at  Salvi's.  Well. 
then,  there  is  no  help  for  it — I  must  go  over  and 
get  it  That  will  have  one  good  effect  at  least — it 
may  stop  the  piano  for  a  time. 

June  27. — I  thought  yesterday  that  my  m-w  pic- 
ture was  really  getting  on;  but  on  Junking  at  it  thU 
morning  I  am  disgusted.  I  think  I  shall  give  it  up. 
I  never  felt  before  such  a  sickening  sense  of  imper- 
fection. The  worst  is,  that  I  cannot  see  how  1  am 
going  wrong.  I  have  already  stood  before  the  can- 
vas for  two  hours  at  least,  and  can  find  nothing  to 
alter,  except — the  whole  thinir,  which  I  might  there- 
fore just  as  well  cut  to  pieces  at  once. 
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It  is  so  frightfully  dead — a  mere  copy  of  a  pos- 
sible combination  of  natural  forms,  and  nothing 
more.  In  the  hands  of  a  great  master  a  touch  or 
two  would  put  into  it  the  life-giving  soul — but  that 
is  just  what  I  despair  of  doing.  If  I  could  only  let 
out  into  it  something  of  what  I  have  received  from 
that  Titian  we  studied  yesterday,  I  should  be  con- 
tent. If  I  cannot  create,  surely  I  might  hope  to  re- 
produce. But  this  is  neither  creation  nor  reproduc- 
tion, nor  can  be.  I  may  as  well  dismiss  all  hope,  if 
this  is  the  best  I  can  do.  There  are  enough  mere 
copyists  in  the  world  without  me.  .  .  . 

"  Antonia  ? — I  never  heard  you  come  in." 

"  You  were  at  work  ?  Do  I  disturb  you  ?  I  only 
came  to  ask — but  how  pale  and  sad  you  look !  Are 
you  not  well  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  nothing,     I  am  only  disgusted." 

"What  has  happened?" 

"  Look  at  this." 

"Ah,  that  is  beautiful !— but " 

"Yes,  lbut!'— that  is  the  very  point." 

"It  is  not  finished'.-''' 

"Not  finished — but  done  with.'' 

"  Shall  you  not  finish  it  then  V 

"  I  cannot." 

"All,  you  are  tired  of  it.  Yet  it  wants*  so  little — 
it  is  a  pity." 

"  Tired?  I  am  sick  of  it— and  it  is  just  that  little 
I  cannot  do.  You  see,  Antonia,  just  think  of  the 
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San  Sisto  and  all  those  great  pictures  we  kn<>\v  so 
well,  and  then  ]<><>k  at  this.  They  are  alive/' 

"  And  HO  will  this  be  soon." 

"Never,  without  the  hand  of  a  master." 

"  Of  course  not.  But  it  must  live  soon — it  wants 
so  little." 

"  Do  you  not  see  what  that  little  is?  It  is  every- 
thing." 

"  You  mean  life— soul  ?  " 

"  That  is  what  I  mean.  Ah,  Antonia,  if  I  could 
throw  into  my  hand  the  soul  that  you  throw  into 
your  voice,  this  would  be  a  picture  then." 

"I  throw  nothing  into  my  music — I  only  find 
what  is  there.  It  is  easy." 

"Would  I  could  find  it  so!" 

"All,  my  friend,  you  feel  as  I  often  feel.  Shall 
I  tell  you  what  I  do  when  I  cannot  make  music 
come  right?" 

"What?" 

"I  do  three  things — I  laugh  at  myself;  I  rail 
myself  stupid  ;  and  I  try  again/' 

"And  if  that  does  not  answer?" 

"Then  —  I  don't  try  it  again.  One  cannot  do 
everything,  you  know.  But  you  are  not  to  be  like 
me  in  that.  You  must  try  my  first  ivmrdy.  Y.  i 
have  already  called  yourself  stupid,  and  n<>\\  you 
must  laugh." 

"By  all  means,  Antonia,  if  you  will  make  me." 

"  Oh,   you  shall  be  made  to  laugh !      But  you 
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must  do  something  else  too.  You  must  promise 
me  not  to  look  at  your  picture  for  three  whole 
days." 

"  I  won't  look  at  it  for  three  whole  years  if  you 
like." 

"  No — but  you  must  promise  me  something  more 
still." 

"Well?" 

"  I  will  not  tell  you  unless  you  promise." 

"  I  promise,  then." 

"You  must  spend  the  three  days  among  the 
woods.  You  must  make  some  sketches,  and  you 
must  give  them  to  me." 

"But,  Antonia " 

"  You  have  promised." 

"  But  I  have  promised  Hen'  Tibald 

"  But  you  have  promised  me." 

"  But— 

"  There  ! — there  is  a  cover  over  the  poor  picture  ! 
Now  come  over  to  us,  and  try  to  make  us  laugh. 
And  to-morrow  you  will  sketch  me  some  oaks, 
the  finest  you  can  find,  and  some  water — and  the 
next  day  some  more,  and  the  next  day  too — and 

tlir.l " 

I     "Then?" 
"  We  will  make  a  great  hole  in  your  picture  !— 
How  the  sun  shines  I     It  is  almost  like  Milan." 
"Would  you  like  to  go  into  the  country,  An- 
tonia?" 


G2  TAU:S   FROM 

".Oh,  of  nil  tliinp 

"Then  could  not  yon,  and  your  undo  and  aunt, 
help  mo  to  get  through  one  or  two  of  the  three 
days?  As  you  have  condemned  me  to  exile  you 
ought  to  make  it  as  endurable  as  possible." 

"  Oh,  my  aunt  in  the  woods !     That  is  a  good 

11  Well,  what  do  you  say?  Any  way  I  will  come 
over  to  them,  and  talk  of  it." 

July  1. — I  certainly  never  spent  my  time  in  a 
more  absurdly  idyllic  manner  than  I  have  spent 
the  last  three  days.  But  I  have  as  certainly  en- 
joyed them.  I  believe  I  wanted  rest,  and  so  far 
Antonia  was  a  good  physician.  Now,  let  me  see 
this  picture  of  mine.  But  here  comes  my  doctor. 

"My  friend,  I  have  come  to  see  you  make  the 
hole." 

"Wait  a  minute,  Antonia  !     I  have  an  Mm." 

"  But  it  will  not  do." 

"All,  you  are  laughing  at  me.  Do  you  know 
what  happened  yesterday;'" 

"What?     An  adventure  V 

-V 

-  What  was  i 

"I  found  this  picture  of  mine  —  where  do  y<»u 
BUpp 

"Where?11 

••That  is  my  secret.  But  have  I  n»t  told  you 
that  Art  is  0: 
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"How  mysterious!  Come,  I  am  waiting  to  see 
you  make  the  hole." 

"  Well — I  found  it  in  a  song*,  into  which  you  had 
put  life,  for  once." 

"  Pazzie  ! — now  then — the  hole  ! " 

"Look — I  will  prove  to  you  that  I  understood 
your  song.  Give  it  me." 

"  What  ?     The  knife— or  the  scissors  ?  " 

"Neither  —  we  will  try  the  palette  first.  But 
don't  go  yet — I  shall  want  you." 

July  8.— "Well,  Antonia?" 

"  Not  quite,  yet.  But  it  will  do — let  me  see — in 
three  days." 

"  In  tliree  days  ?  I  could  not  find  myself  another 
three  days'  work  here.  I  should  be  overdoing 
things." 

"  You  have  nothing  more  to  do." 

u  What  has  to  be  done,  then?" 

"  My  friend,  now  you  ought  to  call  yourself  stupid 
indeed.  Cover  it  up,  and  look  at  it  in  three  days.'' 

"For  the  fairies  to  finish?" 

"  Yes — for  the  fairies.  When  a  thing  is  good, 
the  fairies  always  come  and  make  it  better.  So 
cover  it,  and  go  and  tell  every  one  that  you  have 
painted  a  picture." 

M  But  have  I  in  truth  done  so?" 

"My  deal-  frieiiil,  you  kno\v  in  your  own  soul 
tliat  you  have." 

••  X"t  so,  Antonia  !     I  know  it  in  yours." 


64  TALKS  FI;OM  "  ULACKWOOD. 


f>.  —  "  Anton  i;i  !  '' 

"My  iri.-ji.l?" 

"  Do  you  believe  what  the  world  says  ?  " 

••  \Yhen  I  like.     What  <W«s  it  say  now?     It 
so  many  things." 

"  It  says  that  the  English  Herr,  Edward  Manriro, 
the  pupil  of  Tibald  the  painter,  has  painted  a 
picture." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  friend,  I  am  glad  indeed  !  1  1  ;  i  s 
Herr  Tibald  seen  it?" 

"  Yes  —  and  this  is  indeed  something  to  be  proud 
of  —  he  agrees  with  the  world." 

"  And  you  —  what  do  you  say  yourself?" 

"I  say  that  the  world  is  wrong,  and  Tibald  t«o, 
for  once." 

"  Bravo  !     It  is  so  likely  you  think  so." 

"I  do,  though.  I  say  that  the  person  who 
painted  that  picture  is  not  the  English  Hen, 
Edward  Maurice,  the  pupil  of  Tibald,  but,  through 
his  hands,  the  Italian  Friiulein,  Antonia  Salvi  —  the 
pupil  of  Raphael  and  of  Titian.  My  dear  Antonia, 
you  cannot  tell  what  I  owe  you." 

"  l  AncK  io  pittore  !'  I  congratulate  myself  heartily, 
then." 

"Believe  me,  it  is  so.     And  now  will  you  let  me 
iii«'thing  for  you,  in  my  turn  ?" 

"That  depends  on  what  it  i-." 

"I  have  just  received  a  very  valuable  commis- 
sion. It  is  a  Government  one,  and  I  was  recom- 
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mended  by  Tibald.  In  fact,  my  good  fortune  is 
such  that  I  wish  my  friends  to  share  it.  No, 
Antonia  —  I  do  not  ask  you  to  accept  anything 
that  you  may  not  accept  freely.  Heaven  alone 
knows  how  much  of  my  good  fortune  —  I  speak 
seriously — I  owe  to  your  companionship.  I  now 
wish  to  carry  out  a  very  great  wish  of  mine.  I 
wisli  you  to  complete  yourself  as  a  singer,  and 
myself  to  be  the  means  by  which  you  will  achieve 
your  fame." 

CHAPTER   VII. 

It  was  not  a  hard  task  to  overcome  the  few  diffi- 
culties that  stood  in  the  way  of  carrying  out 
Maurice's  scheme.  And  now  came  to  Antonia  the 
dawn  of  a  new  life  and  the  fulfilment  of  her  old  one. 
The  fulfilment  of  the  old,  because  she  had  at  last 
found  scope  for  the  full  exercise  of  her  talents,  and 
was  fairly  on  the  road  to  finding  scope  for  her 
genius  also ;  the  dawning  of  a  new  life,  because — 
was  it  not  only  to  bo  expected  that  her  warm  and 
sympathetic  nature  should  seek  to  find  fulfilment 
too? 

And  so  it  happened,  as  indeed  was  inevitable. 
When  perfect  sympathy  exists  between  a  woman 
and  one  who  possesses  mental  qualities  which  she 
lins  not.  and  which  she  therefore,  after  the  manner 
of  women,  exaggerates,  and  when  this  sympathy  is 

B.& — II.  S 
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combined  with  tho  undoubting  belief  that  her  own 
feelings,  whatever  they  may  be,  are  appreciated  and 
returned,  there  can  be  but  one  result.  In  Antonia's 
case,  a  passionate  nature,  intensifying  every  thought 
and  every  emotion,  carried  her  along  the  pleasant 
and  natural  but  dangerous  road,  without  allowing 
her  to  stop  and  examine  her  own  heart ;  while  her 
unconsciousness  of  self  and  want  of  feminine  vanity 
made  her  place  Maurice  upon  a  higher  level  in 
comparison  with  herself  than  perhaps  he  deserved. 
He  was,  no  doubt,  really  above  her  in  some  things 
—in  delicacy  of  perception,  for  instance,  which 
with  him  was  the  result  of  refinement  and  cultiva- 
tion, and  was  founded  on  comparison  and  judgment, 
while  with  her  it  depended  almost  entirely  upon  an 
instinct  which  was  very  apt  to  make  mistakes. 
Again,  he  had  a  quality  in  which  she  was  almost 
entirely  deficient — that  which  leads  the  possessor 
of  it  to  look  upon  human  nature  and  the  outside 
world  with  a  constant  view  to  artistic  relation,  and 
which  sharpens,  subtilises,  and  fills  with  life  the 
brain,  while  it  renders  the  heart  cool  and  equable 
in  its  pulsations.  He  was,  in  a  word,  essentially 
the  artist  of  talent  and  culture,  and  so  far  was  the 
superior ;  but  then  she  had  genius,  which,  when 
once  it  has  received  the  seed  of  culture,  does  not 
cease  to  produce  tares,  it  is  true,  but  of  every  good 
grain  sown  therein  brings  forth  a  thousand-fold. 
This  exuberant  nature  of  hers,  hitherto  narrow.-.! 
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and  confined,  rapidly  expanded  under  the  influences 
of  love  and  art.  Her  personal  appearance  even 
shared  in  the  change  ;  and,  without  becoming  beau- 
tiful, she  began  imperceptibly  to  acquire  the  charm 
of  manner  which  is  the  privilege  of  those  only 
whose  souls  are  large  and  fair.  Her  figure  gained 
a  kind  of  stately  elasticity,  her  bright  eyes  bright- 
ened, she  attended  more  carefully  to  matters  of 
dress  and  appearance,  she  looked  younger  and 
happier.  It  was  in  her  the  artist  and  the  woman 
flowering  together.  Gradual  as  the  change  was, 
Maurice  could  not  help  being  struck  by  it ;  but, 
though  by  no  means  stupid  in  such  matters,  and 
certainly  not  without  his  share  of  the  vanity 
common  to  all  men  where  women  are  concerned,  he 
never  connected  himself  in  any  way  with  it. 

The  life  lived  by  both  was  now  happy  in  the 
oxtreme.  Maurice  had  already  tasted  the  delight- 
ful foretaste  of  fame,  and  nothing  had  occurred  to 
deaden  its  effect.  He  was  no  longer  hampered  by 
poverty,  he  was  already  distinguished  in  that  art 
which  he  now  loved  entirely  and  for  its  own  sake, 
his  society  was  courted,  his  intellectual  nature 
gratified  by  the  friendships  that  he  was  enabled  to 
form  among  men,  and  his  deeper  needs  of  the  heart 
by  what  so  few  men  ever  find — and  the  highest  and 
best  of  men  the  least  often  of  all — the  full  sympathy 
and  devotion  of  a  woman  who  could  keep  pace  with 
him  in  all  his  advances,  console  and 
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praise  and  appreciate,  learn  and  teach — to  whom  he 
could  open  all  his  heart,  and  who  gave  him  all  hers 
in  return. 

And  her  happiness  was  complete  also.  Her  love 
had  grown  so  gradually,  and  had  become  so  much  a 
part  of  her  nature,  that  she  never  thought  about  it. 
It  was  like  the  air  she  breathed  ;  and  she  was  never 
disturbed  by  the  most  passing  doubt.  How  should 
a  woman  like  her  bestow  all  her  soul  in  vain?  It 
could  not  be  so  in  the  very  nature  of  things. 

Meanwhile  her  progress  in  study  was  rapid  and 
brilliant.  It  can  scarcely  be  said,  however,  that 
she  astonished  the  skilful  musician  under  whose 
instruction  she  placed  herself;  he  accepted  her  at 
once  for  what  she  was,  and  she  had  to  pass  through 
no  preliminary  course  of  "  50*5  /  "  and  "  hm's  !  "  It 
was  not  long  before  her  teacher  procured  her  an 
engagement  at  the  Court  Church,  and  sho  had 
every  prospect  of  coming  to  terms  with  the  Diivetor 
of  the  theatre  at  Dresden,  where  it  was  thought, 
best  for  her  to  overcome  the  difficulties  of  a  first 
appearance. 

The  friendship  between  herself  and  the  painter 
was  equally  beneficial  to  both,  so  far  as  related  to 
artistic  development.  Each  supplied  a  want  in  the 
other.  She  supplied  his  deficiency  in  enthusiasm, 
while  he  rectified  the  somewhat  uneven  balance  of 
her  nature,  in  which  enthusiasm  was  carried 
high  a  pitch.  The  relation  l>etween  them  w;\s  ilnis 
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of  a  peculiar  and  unusual  nature.  ,  No  word  of  love 
had  as  yet  arisen  between  them  to  disturb  them  or 
break  their  perfect  confidence.  The  love  that  was 
felt  by  Antonia  was  too  strong  and  too  real,  and 
had  enveloped  her  too  completely,  to  make  her 
afraid,  and  he — was  he  not  the  lover  of  Grace  Owen  ? 

Maurice  now  lived  in  good  lodgings  in  the  Schlosz- 
Gasse,  but  he  removed  to  them  from  his  old  attic 
much  against  the  grain.  The  daily  presence  of 
Antonia  had  become  almost  a  necessary  part  of  his 
life  and  of  his  work ;  and,  though  he  affected  to 
rejoice  at  having  regained  his  peace  of  ear,  the 
absence  of  the  voice,  of  whose  industry  he  had  so 
often  complained,  was  missed  by  him  more  than  he 
himself  imagined. 

So  weeks  and  months  passed  on,  during  which 
the  two  lived  a  kind  of  ideal  life  without  ever  paus- 
ing to  think  of  the  real  nature  of  their  feelings  to- 
wards each  other.  The  days  resembled  each  other 
so  closely,  and  were  so  calm  and  pleasant,  that  it 
never  occurred  to  either  that  their  present  way  of 
life  could  ever  end.  But  the  inevitable  end  must 
(•••me  at  last — and  it  came. 

One  spring  evening,  nearly  a  year  since  Edward 
Maurice  had  achieved  his  first  sudden  and  uiiex- 
1  success,  he  found  himself  alone  with  Antonia 
at  her  lodging.  Her  uncle  had  a  temporary  en- 
ga-vment  at  Leipzig,  and  her  aunt  had  accom- 
panied him.  She  herself  was  singing  at  the  piano 
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when  Maurice  entered,  so  tliat,  her  back  being  to- 
wards the  door,  she  did  not  see  him.  When  she 
had  linishfd  lie  made  an  exclamation  of  applause. 
She  turned  round. 

"  That  is  not  fair,"  she  said,  "  to  listen  when  I 
am  singing  to  myself." 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  I  did  so,  though.  I  have 
found  out  an  important  secret  about  you  by  it." 

"What  is  that?" 

"That  you  sing  better  to  yourself  alone  than  t<> 
an  audience.  That  is  common  among  amateurs, 
but  not  among  artists." 

"  Is  that  a  compliment,  or  not  ?  " 

"  It  doesn't  sound  like  one,  I  admit.  What  I 
mean  is,  that  tlie  singer  who  takes  equal  care  W!I«MI 
alone,  and  finds  her  own  heart  the  most  sympathetic 
audience,  must  love  art  in  the  very  highest  way, 
and  not  at  all  for  the  thalers  and  groschen.*' 

Antonia  laughed.  "But  I  do  love  it  for  tho 
thalers  and  groschen,"  she  answered. 

"  Less  than  you  think,  I  fancy,"  replied  Maurice. 
"  But  vlve  f  argent,  nevertheless.  I  certainly  shall 
not  quarrel  with  you." 

"  But  I  mean  to  quarrel  with  you.  I  would  really 
rather  that  you  would  not  listen  when  I  don't  know 
it."  Antonia  spoke  seriously,  and  as  though  *he 
meant  what  she  said. 

"There — do  not  scold  me,  but  I  cannot  say  I 
repent.  Have  you  seen  the  Herr  Director  lately?" 
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"A  hundred  times,  but  we  cannot  agree.  We 
a  iv  both  too  fond  of  the  groschen,  I  think." 

"  You  are  quite  right — don't  let  him  get  hold  of 
you  for  nothing.  I  would  go  to  Leipzig  sooner — 
they  would  be  glad  of  you  there  just  now." 

"  Of  course — and  if  I  had  only  been  wise  enough 
to  drop  a  hint  to  our  Director  here  that  I  was  un- 
certain where  I  should  come  out,  he  would  soon 
have  come  to  terms.  But  I  have  rather  set  my 
heart  on  Dresden,  and  he  knows  it  too  well." 

"  He  will  come  round  at  last ;  so  many  people 
here  would  be  angry,  if  he  did  not.  So  hold  out, 
by  all  means." 

"  Trust  me  !  And  you how  is  the  fresco 

to-day?" 

"  Oh,  as  usual — that  is  to  say,  getting  on  slowly 
enough.  I  will  take  you  to  see  it  in  a  day  or  two 
— only  I  am  always  afraid  of  you." 

"Why?" 

"  Because  you  are  always  comparing  me  against 
Murillo,  and  Raphael,  and  Titian, — which  is  grossly 
unfair.'' 

"  Should  you  like  me  to  judge  your  picture  against 
the  Tinker  of  Mieris,  then?" 

'{ God  forbid !  That  would  be  outside  mo  alto- 
gether— the  spirit  of  the  Dutchman  would  stand 
aghast  in  his  grave  at  my  vagueness.  So  don't  bo 
absurd,  but  play  nu-  something.  I  won't  ask  you  to 
sing  any  more — that  would  be  unfair  in  my  turn." 
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"I  thought  you  were  going  to  the  theatre  to- 
night." 

"  So  I  was,  but  felt  tired  and  lazy.  I  don't  think 
I  shall  go  there  much  again  before  a  certain  oc- 
casion." 

"  Thank  you.  So  my  music  will  suit  you  when 
you  are  tired  and  la/.y." 

"  At  all  events  it  will  suit  me  now." 

"  Perhaps  I  am  tired  and  lazy  too." 

"  You  are  never  lazy,  and  if  you  are  tired,  I  will 
not  be  hard  on  you." 

He  took  a  chair  and  sat  down  at  the  piano  close 
to  her  side. 

She  put  out  her  hand  and  took  up  at  random  a 
piece  of  music  from  the  heap  that  lay  all  round  her 
in  the  wildest  confusion.  She  never  kept  anything 
in  its  place,  and  always  had  to  trust  to  instinct  to 
find  what  she  wanted.  The  piece  to  which  her 
hand  was  guided  was  a  rather  light  sonata  of 
Mozart.  She  began  to  play  from  the  notes,  but 
the  evening  light  was  gradually  diminishing,  so 
that  she  had  to  trust  to  memory  more  and  nnnv. 
As  she  did  not  know  this  sonata  very  accurately 
her  performance  became  rather  vague,  and  she  be- 
gan  to  make  repeats,  and  to  try  experiments  in  r\- 
}>n  >sion.  Her  mood  at  the  time  was  by  no  means 
ill  harmony  with  tin-  character  of  the  music,  but 
still  she  went  on.  without  knowing  why,  until, 
mingling  the  composer's  fancies  with  her  own. 
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she  created  ;in  effect  which  was  that  of  Mozart 
exaggerated  and  almost  caricatured  —  the  joy  of 
earth  rendered  wildly  sad. 

There  was  something  in  the  deep,  almost  gro- 
tesque, yet  pathetic  irony  of  the  music,  as  she 
played  it, — in  the  soft,  warm  dimness  of  the  spring 
evening  that  entered  at  the  open  window, — in  the 
gentle  swaying  motion  with  which  Antoriia  always 
kept  time  to  her  own  playing, — and  even  in  the 
bare  sombreness  of  the  room  itself,  that  had  an 
effect  upon  the  sensitive  nature  of  the  painter 
something  like  that  of  autumn  on  the  year — the 
closing  of  the  ever  too  short  summer,  and  the  warn- 
ing that,  very  soon,  no  good  things  will  be  left  in 
life  save  the  memories  of  the  past,  and  such  sorry 
makeshifts  for  warmth  and  joy  as  winter  allows. 
He  seemed  as  though  he  felt  the  roses  of  his  life 
—they  had  been  of  late  so  many  and  so  sweet — 
dropping  prematurely  from  their  thorns,  and  the 
fragrance  of  its  white  lilies  changing  into  the  sad, 
heavy  odour  of  fallen  leaves.  Antonia,  too,  seemed 
more  than  touched  by  the  same  melancholy  spirit. 
Tin-  very  soul  of  the  great  master  whose  music  was 
before  her,  who  knew  so  well  that  from  laughter  to 
tears  the  interval  is  imperceptible,  who  felt  so  fully 
ho\v  beautiful  is  earth,  but  how  sad  and  how  vain, 
after  all,  is  its  beauty — in  whose  brightest  strains 
•in  always  to  bear  tin-  words,  "Earth  is  very 
iair,  but  how  soon  it  pusseth  !  Let  us  eat  and  drink, 
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for  to-morrow  we  die  " — seemed  present  with  them 
both.  It  would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  either 
to  have  uttered  a  word.  Gradually  Maurice  lost  all 
definite  idea  of  the  sounds  which  never  ceased  to 
float  around,  and  f<-lt  them  only  in  his  heart.  A 
great  dread  of  the  end  was  upon  him.  It  seemed 
as  though  his  happiness,  his  life  itself,  depended 
upon  the  duration  *>f  those  wandering  sounds,  and 
that,  when  they  should  cease,  all  would  cease  too. 
What  Antonia  felt,  who  can  guess  ?  But  suddenly 
— what  caprice,  what  impulse,  what  strange  power 
stirred  her,  she,  at  least,  could  never  have  told 
— she  began  to  sing  softly,  and  to  herself — for  sho 
had,  by  now,  become  unconscious  of  aught  save 
dreams — that  air  from  *Le  Nozze  di  Figaro,'  which 
is  the  very  soul  of  yearning,  passionate,  yet  un- 
doubting  love — the  languor  of  joyful  longing  and 
the  deep  melancholy  of  intense  passion — tlio  joy 
of  sadness,  and  the  utter  sadness  of  joy— 

'•  IMi  vieni,  non  tardar,  0  Oioja  K-llu  ! 
Vieni  ove  aniore  per  goder  t'appella  ; 
Finche  risplende  in  ciel  notturna  face, 
Finche  1'aria  fe  dolce,  e  il  mondo  tace 

Vit-ni,  miobenr   ' 

The  secret  of  the  hour  was  told — the  veil  of  both 
their  lives  at  last  was  torn  away. 

When  the  last  notes  of  the  song  had  died  un- 
heard, her  wonderful  eyes,  soft  and  bright  -von  in 
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the  darkness,  and  full  of  a  strange  light,  were  drawn 
towards  his.  His  face  was  pale,  and  ho  trembled. 

"Antonia!"  he  said,  but  in  so  low  a  tone  that 
his  voice  was  inaudible.  Her  heart  heard  it,  how- 
ever, and  understood  it  too,  for  the  next  moment 
she  was  in  his  arms. 

It  was  late  when  they  parted.  When  Maurice 
returned  to  his  lodging  he  found  two  letters  for 
him,  one  from  Lawson,  the  other  from  the  father  of 
C i race  Owen. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

Grace  Owen — where  was  she  in  the  memory  of 
Edward  Maurice  ? 

It  may  be  opposed  to  poetic  theory,  but  it  is  not 
the  less  true,  that  love  affords  no  contradiction  to 
the  common  experience  of  men  that  a  great  change 
of  scene,  combined  with  a  still  greater  change  of 
habits,  associations,  and  aims,  is  fully  sufficient  to 
cast  a  very  thick  veil  indeed  over  old  aims,  old 
scenes,  and  old  feelings.  No  one  is  wilfully  incon- 
stant, but  no  one  is  proof  against  involuntary  for- 
getfulness.  The  saying  of  Horace  about  those  who 
hurry  beyond  sen  is  <l;iily  condemned  by  facts.  So 
much  does  a  change  of  country,  with  all  its  atten- 
dant and  consequent  changes,  alter  our  feelings 
and  almost  our  very  nature,  that,  to  all  intents 
and  purposes,  a  man  who  is  subjected  to  it  very 
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seldom  remains  the  same  person,  even  in  his  own 
Who  even  among  those  whose  experience 
of  change  of  country  has  been  confined  to  an 
autumn  tour  has  not  found  that,  before  three  days 
are  well  over,  a  cloud  has  formed  itself  between 
his  immediate  present  and  his  immediate  past ; 
before  three  weeks,  a  thick  wall  of  new  ideas  and 
new  associations  ?  But  he  must  either  be  very  old 
in  years,  or  extremely  unimpressible,  or  very  abnor- 
mally constituted,  who,  having  changed  not  only 
his  country  but  his  opinions,  his  views  about  life 
and  all  his  aims  and  desires — having  held  no  com- 
munication with  his  own  country  for  two  eventful 
years,  having  been  surrounded  during  that  time  by 
intensely  powerful  influences, — remains  the  same 
iu  his  feelings  as  before  the  change  came  about. 
Now  Edward  Maurice  was  not  old,  not  unimpres- 
sionable, and  not  constituted  differently  from  other 
men  of  his  mental  level,  and  so  Grace  Owen  had 
gradually  come  to  dwell  less  and  less  in  his 
thoughts,  until  of  late  he  often  spent  days  to- 
gether without  giving  her  a  single  recollection. 
Still,  until  this  evening,  he  had  never  dreamed  of 
being  inconstant  to  her,  and  no  doubt  fancied,  and 
would  have  asserted,  that  he  was  as  much  in  ]<»ve, 
witli  her  as  ever.  If  she  had  been  false  to  him,  ho 
wmild  probably  have  been  extremely  indignant, 
and  have  looked  upon  himself  as  deeply  injured, 
r.iid,  if  he  had  ever  examined  himself  closely,  would 
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probably  have  made  an  effort  to  thrust  Antonia 
from  his  heart.  But,  as  with  Antonia,  so  with  him- 
self, his  love  had  grown  so  gradually  that  self-ex- 
amination had  been  rendered  impossible,  and  the 
more  so  that  no  obstacles  had  lain  in  the  way 
which  might  have  ripened  it  or  laid  it  bare  pre- 
maturely. There  had  been  no  absence,  no  inter- 
ference of  friends,  no  occasions  for  jealousy,  no 
quarrels  ;  all  had  been  sunshine,  and  constant  in- 
tercourse, and  undoubting  trust.  The  course  of  my 
life  is  pleasant,  let  it  run  on.  There  is  no  danger 
to  me  who  love  Grace,  none  to  Antonia  who  is  ab- 
sorbed in  art.  Such  had  been  the  nearest  approach 
to  self-examination  that  Maurice  had  made  during 
the  whole  period,  and  that  not  often  and  never  con- 
sciously. Thus,  for  some  time,  matters  between 
himself  and  Antonia  had  come  to  a  crisis  that 
needed  only  the  slightest  accident  to  develop 
itself  fully.  Such  an  accident  had  now  happened, 
and  both  now  knew  their  own  hearts  and  the  heart 
of  each  other. 

Certainly  no  one  was  less  than  Grace  in  the  mind 
of  her  professed  lover  when  he  returned  to  his  lodg- 
ings and  found  the  two  letters.  He  remembered 
now  with  anything  but  pleasure  that  his  two  VCMI-S 
of  probation,  to  which  he  had  not  long  before  looked 
forward  with  such  impatience,  had  more  than  come 
to  an  end.  Ho  would  have  givm  almost  anything 
pave  the  l«>vc  of  Antonia,  if  he  could  liavo  pnr- 
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chased  two  years  more.     "  However,"  he  thought, 
"since  the  time  must  have  come  at  last,  perhaps 
it  is  best  now.     Besides,  I  don't  deserve  that  my 
path  through  the  affair  should  be  one  of  roses."    II 
opened  first  the  letter  from  Grace's  father. 

"  HOTEL  MEURICE,  PARIS, 
June  10,  184-. 

"  MY  DEAR  EDWARD, — Though  I  thought  it  best 
that  there  should  be  no  direct  communication  be- 
tween us  during  the  period  of  your  study,  I  have 
taken  care,  through  others,  to  keep  myself  informed 
of  what  you  have  been  doing.  I  am  glad  to  have 
heard  nothing  but  what  is  even  more  than  satis- 
factory. Your  industry  and  your  character  are 
spoken  of  in  the  highest  terms,  and  these,  together 
with  your  talent,  have,  it  seems,  found  their  reward. 
I  congratulate  you  most  heartily,  and  am  fully  pre- 
pared, on  my  own  part,  to  keep  my  promise. 

"  But  are  you  still  in  the  same  mind  ?  I  presume 
so,  as  your  own  sense  of  honour,  under  the  circum- 
stances, would  have  led  you  to  inform  me,  if  other- 
wise. But  now  those  circumstances  have  changed, 
and  I  think  it  right  to  inform  you  at  once  how 
matters  stand.  If  you  now  wish  to  withdraw  I 
Khali  not  blame  you — you  will  only  be  taking  a 
wise  and  prudent  course.  But  I  am  forced  to  put 
y.mr  adaption  for  Grace  very  strongly  to  the  proof. 

"I  grieve  to  say  tliat  I  am  no  longer  a  ru-li  man. 
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It  is  unnecessary  to  tell  you  how  my  misfortunes 
have  come  about — that  I  will  keep  to  another  oppor- 
tunity. I  will  only  say  now  that  they  have  been 
allowed  by  all,  even  those  who  suffered  with  me, 
to  have  been  misfortunes  only  and  not  faults.  But 
it  comes  to  this — that  I  have  not  enough  left  to 
support  myself  and  Grace  in  reasonable  comfort — 
and,  what  is  worse,  I  fear  that  my  state  of  health 
will  never  permit  me  to  take  any  steps  to  recover 
my  position. 

"  You  yourself  cannot  yet  be  in  a  position  to 
marry  at  once.  Grace  has  therefore  thought  it  best 
— against  my  wish,  certainly,  but  it  seems  inevit- 
able— to  attempt  to  do  something.  Indeed  there  is 
no  help  for  it.  Her  plan  is  to  spend  the  next  year 
or  two  on  the  Continent,  so  that  we  may  live  as 
cheaply  as  we  can,  and  at  the  same  time,  that  she 
may  learn  to  turn  her  musical  talent  to  the  best 
account. 

"We  are  accordingly  on  our  way  to  Dresden, 
which  place  we  have  fixed  on  because  you  are 
there.  If,  however,  you  think  it  best  to  change 
your  mind — I  shall  not  blame  you,  nor  will  Grace 
— let  me  know  at  once,  and  we  will  endeavour  to 
avoid  a  meeting.  I  cannot  remain  here  to  await 
your  answer,  as  I  am  obliged  to  save  every  penny. 
So  the  best  way  will  be  for  you  to  address  a  note  for 
me  to  the  H6tel  de  Pologne,  at  Dresden,  so  that  I 
may  receive  it  immediately  on  my  arrival,  contain- 
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ing  your  answer.  If  the  tenor  of  it  should  induce 
me  not  to  remain,  we  should  continue  our  journey 
to  Vienna,  where  I  have  friends  and  introductions. 

"  Grace  is  well  in  health.  She  does  not  know  I 
am  writing  to  you. 

"  This  is  indeed  a  terrible  overthrow  of  the  pros- 
pects of  all  of  us — of  yours  as  much  as  any  one's. 
But  I  trust  that  both  you  and  I  are  good  Christians 
enough  to  submit  with  hope  and  patience  to  the  will 
of  God,  whatever  it  may  be. 

"  Hoping  to  find  your  answer  on  my  arrival, 
believe  me  to  be,  yours  always, 

"RICHARD  OWTN." 

"NEWMAN  STREET,  LONDON, 
June  9. 

"Mv  DEAR  MAURICE, — I  am  going  to  send  you 
some  very  bad  news  indeed.  You  perhaps  may 
have  heard  of  it  independently  of  me,  but  reports 
are  such  strange  things  that  I  hasten  to  tell  v<ui 
what  I  know. 

"  Well  then,  there  is  no  mincing  the  matter — old 
Owen  has  gone  to  complete  smash — as  complete  as 
can  be  imagined.  What  is  worse,  matters  can  never 
be  set  right  again  with  him,  and  he,  I  fear,  is  sink- 
ing fast.  I  am  not  man  of  business  enough  to  tell 
you  all  the  causes  and  circumstances — they  were 
awfully  complicated,  but  no  one  blames  Owen  in 
tho  least — that,  at  all  events,  you  will  be  glad  to 
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hear.  I  myself  came  back  from  Eome,  between 
which  place  and  Florence  I  have  been  getting  rid 
of  the  last  year  or  thereabouts,  as  soon  as  I  heard 
of  the  affair,  to  see  if  I  could  be  of  any  use,  for  the 
sake  of  old  times.  As  you  know,  the  poor  girl  has 
no  relations  who  are  in  the  least  likely  to  do  any- 
thing for  her ;  besides,  when  one  is  down,  relations 
are  worse  even  than  friends,  if  that  is  possible. 
Not  only  do  they  never  help  you,  but  they  give  good 
advice  into  the  bargain — from  which  may  the  gods 
preserve  us  all  for  evermore  ! — and  when  you  don't 
take  it — what  sane  man  ever  does? — they  shake 
their  heads  and  shrug  their  shoulders,  and  say  that 
at  all  events  they  have  done  their  best,  and  let 
you  go  to  the  devil.  Crede  experto.  Where  was  I  ? 
Well,  I  have  seen  her,  and  I  can  give  you  at  least 
the  consolation  of  knowing  that  she  has  kept  her 
health  and  her  looks  also,  though  of  course  she 
has  lost  a  little  of  her  brightness,  for  the  time. 
She  was  very  glad  to  see  me,  and,  as  I  could  do 
nothing  else,  I  tried  to  do  what  I  have  just  been 
inveighing  against,  to  give  good  advice.  Like  a 
brave  and  sensible  girl,  however,  she  scorned  it 
altogether.  I  don't  think  she  would  even  take 
yours.  If  these  things  are  done  in  the  green  tree, 
what  shall  be  done  in  the  dry?  You  will  certainly 
have  a  wife  with  a  will  of  her  own.  She  has  made 
up  her  mind,  as  her  father  can  do  nothing,  to  go 
abroad  and  make  music  her  profession  instead  of 
s.s. — ir.  T 
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lier  amusement.  Well,  she  lias  good  talent  —  at 
least  we  used  to  think  so — and  might  make  some- 
thing of  it.  She  won't,  of  course,  bo  a  Pasta,  but 
she  ought  to  In-  able  to  pay  her  baker's  and  cheese- 
monger's bills.  Still,  I  hope  from  my  soul  it  will 
be  unnecessary.  Of  course  no  one  here  now  knows 
your  exact  position.  You  could  not  write  to  Grace, 
and  you  would  not  write  to  me.  Well,  we  are  in 
the  same  boat,  and  so  I  must  not  complain,  and  you 
may,  or  may  not,  be  well  off.  If  you  are,  and  your 
prospects  are  as  good  as  the  rumour  of  the  studios 
— that  abominable  liar! — vaguely  says,  well  and 
good.  If  you  are  not,  I  suppose  the  lady  must 
go  into  training.  Time  will  show.  The  only 
wise  thing  to  which  I  could  persuade  her  was  to 
begin  the  world  at  Dresden,  where  you  will  be  able 
to  keep  them  both,  and,  perhaps,  be  able,  if  you 
still  frequent  the  society  of  musical  people,  to  put 
her  in  the  way  of  what  she  ought  to  do.  But  I 
don't  suppose  she  would  have  taken  my  advice  on 
that  point  either,  unless  her  own  inclinations  had 
accorded  with  it.  As  it  was,  she  mad*-  a  little  fight 
of  it,  but  her  game  was  very  open,  and  she  yielded 
to  my  arguments  as  soon  as  I  made  a  pretence  of 
giving  them  up. 

"  She  knows  I  am  writing  to  you,  but,  as  she  will 
not  send  any  but  the  coldest  messages,  I  will  not 
repeat  them.  I  do  not  think  they  soar  above  kind- 
est regards.  You  will,  however,  see  both  father  and 
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daughter,  and  hear  what  she  has  to  say  to  you, 
without  having  to  trust  to  a  third  person,  in  a  very 
fi-w  days.  They  start  to-day,  and  to-morrow  will 
be  in  Paris.  The  father  means,  he  tells  me,  to 
write  to  you  himself  from  there,  and  then  they  will 
proceed  immediately  to  Dresden.  But,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  my  dear  fellow,  I  am  very  much  afraid 
they  will  never  arrive  there.  Of  course,  I  do  not 
hint  my  suspicions  to  Grace — I  consider  it  to  be  my 
mission  at  present  to  keep  her  spirits  up  as  much 
as  possible — but  her  father's  life  is  not  worth  a  day's 
purchase.  It  is  as  well  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst. 
He  is  very  weak,  and  has  violent  palpitations  of 
the  heart  on  the  least  occasion  of  exertion  or  ex- 
citement, and  an  acute  pain  apparently  across  the 
muscles  of  his  chest.  Perhaps  you  will  say  it  is 
folly  for  them  to  travel — but  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
I  myself  believe  that  anything  will  be  better  for 
him  than  to  remain  in  England,  and  Dr  Lewis  tells 
me  he  thinks  so  too. 

"  This  is  all  I  have  to  say  now.  I  offered  to  see 
them  to  Dresden  myself,  but — alas  and  woe  is  me  1 
— the  evil  genius  who  takes  charge  of  my  pocket 
says  'impossible;'  and  that  other  evil  genius  who 
wnt dies  over  all  people  who  have  money  to  lend, 
confirms  the  decree.  Even  my  friends  who  would 
have  spared  me  a  pound  or  two  if  I  were  going  to 
in  England,  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
when  they  heard  I  was  going  abroad ;  and  thoso 
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who  would  have  helped  me  if  they  could,  are  of 
course  in  the  same  state  as  myselfc  As  it  is,  I 
must  wait  some  weeks  before  I  can  get  back  to 
Florence,  where  I  now  have  a  little  copying  work 
to  do — very  little,  indeed,  but  still  enough  to  keep 
me  in  not  the  very  worst  tobacco  and  not  the  M  i  y 
blackest  wine — the  only  things  upon  which  I  spend 
more  than  two  lire  at  a  time. 

"  In  two  hours  I  accompany  the  Owens  to  Dover 
— I  wish  I  was  going  farther,  but  die  fare  ?  •  The 
worst  is,  I  fear  Grace  may  take  it  unkindly  of 
me — but  I  daresay  she  guesses  the  reason  pretty 
well. 

"Now,  my  dear  Maurice,  I  have  written  tin's 
letter  rather  lightly,  but  you  know  my  way.  I 
need  not  say  how  much  I  really  feel  for  you  all, 
especially  for  that  poor  girl.  If  I  can  possibly 
be  of  any  service  to  you  here — I  must  remain  in 
London  three  weeks  more  at  the  least — write  to  me 
at  the  old  place.  I  am  not  living  there,  but  they 
tak<-  in  my  letters. 

"  Good-bye.  I  suppose  that  in  the  course  of  this 
extraordinary  muddle  called  life,  and  somewhere  in 
this  extremely  small  place  called  the  earth,  wo 
shall  meet  again  one  of  these  days.  If  not — well, 
I  suppose  it  won't  much  matter,  though  I  confess 
I  should  be  sorry.  Let  me  hear  from  you.  < 
has  promised  for  you,  so  you  will  have  to  buy  some 
pens  at  last.  They  are  not  very  expensive  things, 
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and  not,  dink-nit  t<>  discover,  although  yon  seem  to 
think  so.     Ever,  my  dear  Maurice,  yours, 

"FRANK  LAWSON." 

Maurice  sat  down  at  the  table  as  one  stupefied. 
Ho  had  to  read  both  letters  at  least  twice  over 
before  he  was  able  fully  to  comprehend  their  mean- 
in--.  When  he  at  last  succeeded,  lie  sat  for  some 
time  longer  without  being  able  to  realise  his  position. 
\<>t  that  he  was  in  doubt — it  was  clear  that  grati- 
tude, duty,  honour,  all  summoned  him  to  fulfil  his 
engagement  to  Grace  Owen.  Had  she  not  bestowed 
herself  on  him  when  no  marriage  appeared  too 
brilliant  for  her,  and  when  he  was  scarcely  able  to 
find  daily  bread?  Had  it  not  been  through  her 
father's  kindness  that  no  obstacles  had  been  thrown 
in  his  way,  save  those,  which  were  obviously  neces- 
sary ?  Had  it  not  been  at  her  father's  expense 
that  he  had  been  enabled  to  acquire  the  position 
he  held  already  in  the  world  of  art  and  the  brilliant 
prospects  that  lay  before  him  ?  More  than  this, 
tin Te  was  no  attempt  to  force  him  to  keep  his 
( •ngag.-nieiit  now  that  circumstances  were  altered 
— he  was  left  free  to  do  what  seemed  best  for 
himself.  And  fJrace  herself,  who  had  waited  for 
him  lor  two  Inn--  years — had  slit-  not  a  right  to 
look  to  him  for  Betf- sacrificing  protection?  It 
would  lie  base  to  have  obtained  her  love  while 
she  was  rich  and  he  poor,  and  as  soon  as  she 
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became  almost  destitute  and  he  had  acquired  the 
means  of  marrying  to  throw  her  aside.  As  re- 
garded Grace,  it  was  not  a  question  of  love  at  all 
— the  question  was  simply  whether  lie  would  or 
would  not  act  like  a  gentleman.  But  Antonia — 
had  he  no  duty  towards  her? 

He  owed  her  also  gratitude.  Not  all  the  wealth 
of  Richard  Owen,  told  a  thousand  times,  not  all  the 
skill  and  experience  of  Tibald,  could  have  done  for 
Edward  Maurice  what  the  sympathy  and  enthusiasm 
of  the  Italian  had  accomplished.  He  felt  that  al- 
though to  Owen  he  owed  his  education,  it  was  to 
Antonia  that  he  owed  his  success.  It  would  be  like 
robbing  her  to  lay  his  laurels  at  the  feet  of  another. 
It  was  Antonia,  not  Grace,  who  had  encouraged 
him,  who  had  consoled  him,  who  had  gone  through 
all  his  labours  with  him  step  by  step ;  it  was  she 
who  had  toiled  with  him — it  was  she  who  should 
share  that  toil's  reward.  She,  too,  had  claims  upon 
his  duty  and  his  honour — she  who  had  bestowed 
herself  upon  him  freely  and  fully,  and  had  given 
up  to  him  that  life  which,  once  lost,  is  lost  for  ever. 
\V;i-  she,  so  intensely  capable  of  suffering,  to  be 
tossed  aside  for  no  fault  of  her  own — her  magnifi- 
cent nature,  with  all  its  wealth  of  love  and  passion, 
to  be  checked  and  poisoned  ?  She  would  suffer 
far  more  than  Grace.  Besides,  he  loved  her  and 
she  him — their  souls  were  married  already.  With 
regard  to  her,  it  was  scarcely  even  a  question  of 
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acting  as  a  gentleman — it  was,  rather,  whether  ho 
was  capable  of  acting  the  part  of  a  brave  and 
honest  man.  After  all,  Grace  claimed  what  he 
had  not  to  give — his  love.  Marriage  with  her 
could  only  lead  to  misery  in  the  long-run,  and 
the  immediate  effect  upon  Antonia  would  be  ter- 
rible indeed.  On  the  other  hand,  to  be  despised  by 
Grace  as  a  mere  fortune -seeker,  as  a  man  with- 
out the  most  ordinary  notions  of  honour,  to  be 
utterly  degraded  in  the  opinion  of  all  his  friends, 
to  be  contemptible  even  to  himself — could  he  bear 
this  ?  Death  would  be  better. 

So  he  sat  and  thought  till  morning  came.  He 
then  threw  himself  on  his  bed  and  fell  into  a  heavy 
sleep,  which  lasted  far  into  the  day.  When  he 
woke  his  resolution  was  formed. 


CHAPTER    IX. 

The  next  day  Maurice  left  the  following  note  at 
the  Hotel  de  Pologne,  directed  to  Mr  Owen,  with 
orders  that  it  should  be  delivered  as  soon  as 
possible : — 

••My  I.I-.AI:  SIR, — I  need  not  say  lm\v  deeply  I 

sympathise  witli  you  in  your  misfortunes.      JJut  I 

y  that  nothing  that  has  happcih-d,  or  that  can 

happen,   will  make  the  smallest   difference   to  me 
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with  regard  to  Grace.  I  could  almost  b<-  selfish 
enough  to  be  glad  that  now  there  can  be  no 
suspicion  as  to  my  motives  in  claiming  her  hand, 
and  it  shall  be  the  pride  and  aim  of  my  life  to 
protect  her  and  endeavour  to  make  her  happy, 
and  to  act  towards  yourself  as  a  good  son. 

"  I  will  write  no  more  now,  as  you  will  see  me 
as  soon  as  I  hear  that  you  are  arrived.  Till  then, 
I  shall  call  at  the  hotel  daily  to  make  inquiries. 

"  With  my  kindest  love  to  Grace,  and  with  all 
possible  respect  and  gratitude  towards  yourself, 
believe  me  to  be,  my  dear  sir,  yours  most  sincerely, 

"  EDWARD  MAURICE." 

He  did  not  call  on  Antonia  that  day.  With  her 
now  lay  the  most  difficult  part  of  the  business — the 
part  that  would  make  them  both  miserable,  perhaps 
for  both  their  lives.  He  ought  not  to  be  accused  of 
weakness  for  dreading  the  interview.  He  would 
have  been  a  strong-minded  man  indeed  if  he  could 
have  looked  forward  with  calmness  to  a  meeting 
which  must  end  in  despair.  The  next  day  lie  did 
call,  but  found  her  oiit —  perhaps,  unconsciously 
to  himself,  he  fixed  on  an  hour  when  she  would 
probably  be  absent.  He  left,  however,  a  pencil 
note  on  her  table. 

"  DEAREST  ANTONIA, — Will  you  take  care   i 
in,  this  evening  V      I  tried  to  see  you  to-day,  but 
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failed.  What  I  have  to  say  is  most  important — 
most  unhappy  for  both  of  us.  I  shall  have  to  ask 
your  forgiveness  for  having  kept  a  secret  from  you 
that  must  alter  our  lives  for  ever.  It  is  impossible 
to  explain  myself  farther  in  writing.  You  will 
hate  me  for  ever,  I  know  —  and  your  forgiveness 
is  too  much  to  ask  —  and  I  shall  not  ask  for  it. 
I  shall  hate  myself — but,  whatever  happens,  you 
must  not  think  that  I  cease  to  love  you,  or  that 
I  have  wilfully  deceived  you.  E.  M." 

In  the  evening  he  went  to  her  lodgings.  On  the 
way  he  more  than  half  repented  of  the  step  which 
he  had  taken,  and  which  he  had  now  rendered  ir- 
revocable. His  conscience  was  ill  at  ease,  although 
he  had  taken  the  course  that  reason  told  him  was 
right.  "  Perhaps  she  lias  not  returned,"  hope 
whispered  to  him — "perhaps  I  may  yet  find  the 
note  unopened  on  the  table."  What  he  might  be 
inclined  to  do  in  such  a  case  he  dared  not  confess 
to  himself.  But  then  there  was,  in  any  case,  that 
other  letter  at  the  hotel  which  it  was  probably  too 
lute  to  recall. 

He  reached  Antonia's  lodgings  at  last,  and,  with 
;i  Mck  and  heavy  heart,  knocked  at  the  door,  and 
soon  heard  a  quick  light  step  hasten  to  open  to  him. 
He  grew  faint,  and  the  walls  seemed  to  swim  round 
him.  Then  he  was  conscious  of  a  soft  warm  hand 
holding  his  own,  and  of  a  gentle  arm  supporting 
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him  to  a  scat,  on  whirh  In-  faint»'d  a\vay.  Tho 
struggle  through  which  he  had  passed  had,  like 
physical  pain  when  too  great  to  be  borne,  found 
relief  at  last  in  temporary  death.  When  he  camo 
to  himself,  Antonia  was  kneeling  by  his  side,  and 
bathing  his  temples  with  her  handkerchie£ 

As  soon  as  he  had  passed  through  the  agony 
caused  by  a  return  to  life  and  memory,  he  looked 
into  her  eyes ;  but  he  read  in  them  nothing  more 
than  solicitude  for  himself. 

"  Thank  God  ! "  she  exclaimed.  "  But  do  not 
move — lie  still — I  will  open  the  window  and  let  in 
the  air.  There — are  you  not  better  ?  "  She  spoke 
anxiously,  and  looked  alarmed,  but  there  was  no- 
thing farther  to  be  learned  from  her  manner. 

"  I  am  all  right  again  now,"  said  Maurice,  sitting 
up.  "It  was  only  a  fainting-fit.  I  wonder  what 
could  have  made  me  so  absurd.  I  am  certainly  not 
used  to  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  But  are  you  quite  well  again  ?  Well,  sit  there 
quietly,  and  let  me  give  you  some  wine." 

"I  think  that  will  be  the  best  medicine  for  in< •," 
ho  said,  attempting  to  smile. 

She  brought  him  the  wine,  and  he  drank  a  gla>s 
of  it.  Then,  drawing  her  towards  him,  and  taking 
her  hand,  he  said,  nerving  himself  as  well  as  he 
could  for  the  purpose  of  the  interview,  but  speaking 
calmly — 

"  You  have  read  my  note,  Antonia  ?  "  he  said. 
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-What  note?''  she  asked. 
•    "  The  note  I  left  here  to-day." 

"  I  received  none." 

Maurice  glanced  quickly  towards  the  table.  It 
was  not  there.  A  desperate  feeling  of  hope  rose 
within  him. 

"  I  left  a  note  in  pencil  upon  your  table  when  I 
called  this  morning,  asking  you  to  be  at  home  in 
the  evening." 

"All!  I  wondered  that  I  had  not  heard  from 
you.  Perhaps  it  is  there  now."  She  went  to  the 
table  and  looked  all  about  it,  but  in  vain,  and  then 
returned  to  his  side. 

"  The  note  seems  to  have  prepared  a  surprise  for 
me,  it  appears,"  she  said,  "  for  it  is  certainly  gone." 

"Look  once  more,  Antonia — look  round  the  room." 
He  could  not  help  speaking  excitedly  and  as  though 
much  depended  on  the  result. 

"  Why,  how  anxious  you  are  about  it ! "  she  said, 
laughing.  "  Cannot  you  tell  me  yourself  what  it 
says  ?  No,  it  is  nowhere."  She  came  back  to  him 
again. 

The  interview  had  now  become  more  difficult 
than  ever.  How  could  he  possibly  enter  upon 
it?  ]5ut  he  meant  to  go  through  with  it  neverthe- 
less, ami  he  sat  in  silence.  Antonia  thought  he 
was  still  faint,  and  made  him  rest  his  head  upon 
her  shoulder. 

"Ah!"  she  exclaimed  suddenly,  "I  have  it!    I 
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took  up  a  slip  of  paper,  just  folded  up,  which  T  saw 
on  the  table.      There  was  no  direction.  \\as  tl. 

"  Yes,  I  directed  it  in  pencil.     Well?" 

"Well,  it  was  dark  when  1  came  in,  and  I  sup- 
pose I  mistook  it  for  some  memoranda  of  my  own 
that  I  thought  were  on  the  table,  and  used  it  to 
light  the  lamp."  She  felt  in  her  pocket.  "See, 
here  is  the  piece  of  paper  for  which  I  mistook  it. 
It  was  very  careless  of  me,  but  you  know  how 
untidy  I  am/'  she  said,  smiling;  "and  it  serves 
you  right  for  writing  to  uie  on  such  shabby  scraps 
of  paper." 

Was,  then,  some  unseen  power  fighting  on  their 
behalf?  Surely  there  was  more  than  mere  chance 
in  this  ;  it  was  at  once  an  omen  and  a  move  in  his 
favour.  What  could  he  do  but  yield,  and  surrender 
for  the  present  his  own  will,  which  had  been  rendered 
so  powerless?  After  all,  a  hundred  accidents  mi-lit 
happen.  It  would  be  mad  and  cruel  to  throw  away 
tii'-  uncertainties  in  his  favour  that  the  future  might 
in  store.  If  he  broke  with  Antonia  now,  and 
if  anything  happened  afterwards  to  break  off  his 
engagement  with  Grace,  he  would  have  made  him- 
self and  the  former  miserable  for  nothing.  Ib- 
would  subdue  his  own  will,  but  he  could  not  be 
expected  to  counteract  the  aid  of  eircumsi 
So  he  drew  her  still  closer  to  him,  and  talked  of 
anything  but  of  that  which  he  had  come  to  say. 

The  next  morning  he  inquired  again  at  the  J 
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de  Pologne,  but  without  result.  The  next  day 
passed  in  like  manner,  and  the  next,  until  Maurice 
bewail  to  feel  half  anxious,  half  relieved.  Mean- 
while he  saw  Antonia  as  usual,  and  still  the  friendly 
powers  seemed  fighting  for  him.  He  did  not,  how- 
ever, withdraw  the  letter,  having  made  up  his  mind 
to  do  nothing,  but  to  be  guided  by  circumstances. 
At  last  so  long  a  time  passed  that  he  thought  of 
writing  to  Paris  to  make  inquiries.  On  going  to 
the  hotel,  however,  he  was  told  that  a  letter  had 
been  received  from  the  landlord  of  an  hotel  at  Erfurt 
announcing  the  arrival  of  a  young  English  lady. 
The  name,  however,  as  it  was  written,  was  not 
necessarily  Owen.  Still,  this  made  him  determine 
to  wait  a  day  longer.  The  next  morning  he  was 
informed  that  a  Miss  Owen  had  arrived  the  evening 
before,  but  unaccompanied.  She  had,  however, 
asked  for  letters,  and  had  taken  possession  of  that 
which  Maurice  had  left.  He  immediately  sent  up 
his  card,  and  in  a  few  minutes  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  Grace  herself. 

She  was  very  pale  and  wrorn,  and  looked  very  ill. 
But  her  fair  calm  beauty  was  of  that  order  that  can- 
not be  destroyed,  scarcely  even  by  old  ;»i;v  itself; 
for  it  depended  upon  faultless  features,  a  faultless 
-,  the  grace  which  springs  from  refinement. 
and  the  expression  which  comes  only  from  good- 
ness and  purity.  She  was  rather  tall,  and,  in  the 
statelini'ss  and  dignity  of  her  sorrow,  looked  like 
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Jin    empress    dethroned.       She    was    tlio    beautiful 
(hvi-n   still. 

She  held  out  her  hand  when  she  saw  Maurice. 
He  took  it  in  both  his  own,  and  kissed  it.     When 
he  looked  into  her  face  he  saw  that  she  was  w»*» -p- 
ing.     He  led  her  to  a  seat,  and  sat  down  1 
her,  with  her  hand  in  his. 

For  some  time  it  was  impossible  that  either  should 
speak.  What  was  lying  at  the  heart  of  each  was 
far  too  deep  to  find  expression. 

"  Dearest  Grace,"  said  Maurice  at  last,  "  what 
would  I  not  have  done  to  have  been  with  you  dur- 
ing that  long  journey ! — I  cannot  bear  to  think  of 
your  having  been  all  alone." 

"My  poor  father  !"  she  sobbed.  Then,  after  tlio 
manner  of  strong  natures,  when,  after  all  the  agony 
of  compulsory  self-support  in  solitude,  they  at  last 
meet  with  a  heart  on  which  to  lean  securely,  she 
gave  way  in  proportion  to  the  strength  of  her 
courage. 

Her  father,  it  appeared,  had  died  suddenly  at 
Erfurt  of  disease  of  the  heart.  She  had  remained 
there  till  after  he  was  buried,  and  had  then  come 
on  to  Dresden.  It  was  the  only  course  left  open 
to  her.  Maurice  remained  with  her  nearly  the 
whole  of  tli<-  day,  but  left  her  in  the  evening,  pro- 
mising to  return  on  the  morrow.  Both  needed  to 
be  alone  after  their  meeting.  She  had  not  mado 
any  allusion  to  his  letter  to  her  father,  but  ho  knew 
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that  she  trusted  him  as  much  as  lie  trusted  her. 
If  he  himself  alone  were  concerned,  he  would  hon- 
estly have  tried  to  thrust  the  image  of  Antonia  from 
his  heart,  and  endeavoured  to  live  down  his  love  ; 
but  then  he  was  not  concerned  alone. 

Work  came  to  be  rather  at  a  standstill.     While 
he  had  been  happy  in  Antonia's  friendship,  Maurice 
had  always   painted   in   solitude.     Now,  however, 
since  his  mind  had  lost  its  ease,  he  could  not  work 
when  alone  ;  and  when  he  did  exert  himself,  it  was 
in  a  feverish  and  nervous  fashion.     Antonia  herself 
had  become  alarmed  about  him  since  his  fainting 
fit.     His  restlessness,  his  loss  of  appetite,  his  worn 
and  wearied  expression,  his  fits  of  silence, — all  told 
either  of  an  overworked  brain  or  some  great  anxiety. 
The  latter,  she  thought,  was  impossible.     Would  he 
not  have  confided  in  her  ?     But  the  former  seemed 
probable  in  the  extreme,  and  she  did  all  she  could  to 
induce  him  to  take  some  rest.     Tibald  also  noticed 
liis  state,  and  told  him  in  his  plain-spoken  way,  that 
he  was  becoming  a  worse  painter  even  than  he  was 
when  he  first  came  to  Dresden.      But  Maurice  per- 
sisted in  di -flaring  that  nothing  ailed  him,  and  re- 
Rented  anything  lik<-  Maine  being  thrown  upon  his 
work,  which  was  in  itself  a  strange  symptom  in  him, 
who  had  always  been  used  to  court  the  freest  criti- 
cism;  and  though  Antonia  might  easily  have  per- 
suaded him  to  leave  Dresden  for  a  time,  he  could 
not  do  so  on  account  of  Grace.     She  proposed  to 
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him  many  tours  and  excursions  of  which  he  hud 
often  talked  with  interest,  reminding  him  h<»w 
eflieaeious  her  advice  had  proved  on  a  former  oc- 
O&ai  Hi ;  but  all  to  no  purpose.  To  all  about  him  he 
seemed  to  be  in  the  first  stage  of  a  nervous  illness 
produced  by  over  -  application  to  work,  and  many 
were  already  shaking  their  heads  over  the  fate  of 
the  young  artist,  whose  career  had  begun  so  bril- 
liantly, only  to  end  so  soon.  Antonia  devoted  her- 
self to  him  as  far  as  was  possible,  and  did  all  she 
could  think  of  to  divert  his  thoughts. 

When  he  was  with  Grace,  however,  his  nervous- 
ness gave  way  to  a  strange,  dull  calmness.  There 
was  no  want  of  attention  to  her,  and  no  apparent 
loss  of  affection,  but  he  acted  towards  her  with  a 
careful  and  minute  attention  to  details  rather  than 
with  the  eager  zeal  of  a  lover,  which  sometimes 
overreaches  its  mark.  Grace,  however,  trusted  him 
implicitly;  and,  in  fact,  she  could  have  found  no 
leal  cause  for  complaint.  If  she  perceived  any 
change  in  him,  she  laid  it  to  the  effect  of  the  two 
years'  absence,  and,  when  she  saw  that  those  two 
•eented  to  have  rendered  him  grave  and  worn. 
she  had  sufficient  womanly  vanity  not  to  be  doubt- 
ful as  to  the  cause,  and  sufficient  womanly  cruelty 
not  to  be  very  sorry. 

Then  came  long  discussions  as  to  plans.  Of 
course  no  immediate  marriage  was  possible,  but 
still  their  marriage  ought  to  take  place  as  soon  as 
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they  could  possibly  afford  it— as  soon  as  Maurice 
should  have  received  the  first  instalment  of  the 
pay  for  the  public  work  on  which  lie  was  engaged. 
Thus  they  would  be  obliged  to  wait  some  months. 
Meanwhile  Grace  went  to  live  in  a  boarding-house, 
and  was  to  spend  her  time  in  studying  music  pro- 
fessionally, for  it  would  be  necessary  for  the  wife  as 
well  as  the  husband  to  work  for  their  living  for  a 
long  time  to  come. 

Grace's  musical  ambition,  however,  was  not  lofty. 
She  had  a  pure,  light  soprano  voice  of  good  quality, 
though  with  little  power,  which  might,  as  she  pos- 
sessed talent  and  good  musical  instinct,  enable  her 
to  become  a  good  performer  where  there  was  not 
much  space  to  be  filled.  Thus,  with  her  skill  as  a 
pianist,  which  was  already  above  the  amateur  stan- 
dard, she  would,  in  time,  be  able  to  take  engage- 
ments as  a  teacher  of  music  and  as  a  concert  singer. 
She  was  not  well  fitted  for  the  stage  by  nature,  even 
if  her  character,  the  associations  of  her  life,  and  her 
own  inclinations,  had  given  her  the  least  tendency 
in  that  direction. 

With  her  present  views,  therefore,  she  becamo 
a  pupil  of  the  same  eminent  musician  by  win  mi 
Antonia  had  been  trained.  The  latter  had  now 
become  a  most  accomplished  singer,  and  great 
things  were  expected  of  her  on  the  lync  stage. 
She  carefully  avoided  taking  public  engagements 
until  she  should  make  her  regular  debut,  and  her 
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voice  was  known  to  those  beyond  her  own  v«  ry 
small  circle  only  as  the  leading  soprano  in  tlio 
clmir  of  the  Court  Church.  This  engagement  was 
of  very  great  service  to  her,  as  she  thus  rer 
that  thoroughness  and  precision  of  knowledge 
which  a  practical  acquaintance  with  the  best  ec- 
clesiastical music  alone  can  afford. 

Miss  Owen  and  Mademoiselle  Salvi  did  not  be- 
come more  than  the  merest  and  most  distant  of  ac- 
quaintances. Grace  lived  the  most  retired  of  lives, 
and  her  only  opportunity  of  encountering  Antonia 
was  when  they  met  by  chance  at  the  house  of  the 
Professor.  She  did  not  even  hear  Antonia's  voice 
more  than  once  or  twice,  for  Grace  was  a  good  Pro- 
testant, and  did  not  feel  quite  at  her  ease  in  attend- 
ing Catholic  services  when  she  ought  to  be  taking 
part  in  her  own.  She  was  a  little  shy  and  proud 
also  among  people  she  did  not  know,  and  was  un- 
able to  fall  at  once  into  the  ways  of  the  artist- 
world.  When  she  did  happen  to  meet  Antonia,  the 
manner  of  the  latter,  made  up  as  it  was  of  extreme 
self-possession  and  impulsiveness,  with  no  pretence 
at  concealment  of  whatever  thought  or  feeling  was 
uppermost,  rather  offended  her  ideas  of  good 
and  good  breeding;  while  Antonia,  on  the  other 
hand,  while  she  admired  the  fair,  calm  beauty  of 
Grace,  and  even  felt,  as  women  will,  an  undue  con- 
sciousness of  her  own  social  inferiority,  thought 
her  cold  and  proud,  and  had,  moreover,  no  i 


GRACE    OWEN'S    ENGAGEMENT.  99 

respect  for  her  as  an  artist.  Antonia,  too,  led  a 
very  retired  life,  and  knew,  and  wished  to  know, 
no  one  intimately  but  Edward  Maurice. 

The  latter  became  by  degrees  to  a  certain  extent 
used  to  the  situation.  He  did  not  conceal  from 
Grace  the  fact  of  his  acquaintance  with  Antonia, 
nor  from  Antonia  that  of  his  intimacy  with  Grace. 
Circumstances  seemed  to  have  shown  him  a  mode 
of  settling  matters  by  which  he  alone  would  be  the 
sufferer.  It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  Antonia 
would  remain  in  Dresden  long  after  her  debut.  She 
was  already  in  treaty  with  the  Director  of  the  opera 
at  Vienna,  and,  if  her  first  appearance  at  Dresden 
succeeded,  she  was  pretty  sure  of  being  regularly 
engaged  by  him.  Once  embarked  on  the  open 
voyage  to  fame,  it  was  not  likely  that  she  and 
Maurice  would  see  much  of  each  other  for  some 
time,  and  the  blow,  when  it  fell,  would  be  rendered 
slight,  and,  perhaps,  altogether  harmless.  Art 
must  at  last,  in  a  nature  like  hers,  he  thought, 
supply  the  place  of  love.  No  man  or  woman  with 
brains  can  depend  upon  a  mere  simple  passion  for 
all  interest  in  life.  It  was  only  the  sudden  and 
immediate  blow  that  was  to  be  avoided,  and,  after 
all,  he  should  punish  himself  more  than  her.  So 
he  tried  to  reason  himself  out  of  his  difficulty:  but 
)i<>  knew  neither  his  own  heart  nor  hers. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"Edward,"  said  Grace  one  morning,  "I  want 
your  a<lvi<  «•.  You  know  that  the  opera  begins  in 
a  day  or  two.  Well,  I  had  a  call  to-day  from 
Signor ." 

"  What !  does  he  want  to  engage  you?" 

"  His  offer  was  not  a  very  complimentary  one.  It 
seems  that  it  depends  upon  circumstances  whether 
they  open  with  '  Lucrezia '  or  with  '  Norma.1  If  with 
'Lucrezia,'  it  seems  everything  will  go  smoothly, 
but  if  not,  they  will  want  an  Adalgisa." 

"Haven't  they  got  Louise  Schb'ning?" 

"  It  seems  she  is  very  ill." 

"  Then  what  is  it  they  want  you  to  do?" 

"To  learn  the  part  of  Adalgisa  on  the  chance. 
The  Director  went  in  great  distress  to  the  HI-IT 
Professor,  and  ho  sent  him  on  to  mo." 

••  Well,  it  seems  to  me  a  (•<><>!  ivi|ii«'st.  T  should 
refuse." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  The  Professor  sent  me  a 
note  advising  me  to  accept,  and  making  it  rather 
a  personal  matter,  and  I  mustn't  disoblige  him. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  rather  want  to  see  what 
I  can  do." 

"  But  you  may  not  be  wanted,  after  all." 

"That,  perhaps,  is  what  tempts  me." 

"  Let  me  see  the  note." 
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"Mv  DEAII  PrriL,  —  The  Herr  Director  of  the 
theatre,  Signer  Ricci,  has  called  on  me  in  great 
anxiety.  He  will  himself  explain  the  cause.  I 
should  strongly  advise  you  to  accept  his  offer,  as 
I  think  you  will  find  it  a  useful  introduction  to  him, 
and  if  he  sees  you  willing  to  oblige  him,  he  will 
be  able  to  do  a  great  deal  for  you.  Besides,  it  will 
be  a  good  thing  for  you  now  to  learn  some  music 
with  a  view  to  public  performance,  as  you  tell  me 
that  you  must  enter  on  your  profession  as  soon  as 
possible.  If  you  intended  yourself  regularly  for 
the  stage,  I  should  have  advised  you  to  decline 
the  offer.  But,  as  this  is  not  so,  you  will,  should 
you  have  to  appear  at  all,  find  it  a  great  advantage 
hereafter  to  have  appeared  in  a  theatre.  I  have 
also,  I  admit,  selfish  motives  in  urging  my  advice. 
You  know  how  important  it  is  that  the  Norma 
should  be  well  supported  in  the  duet,  and  as  you 
also  know  that  the  Norma  of  the  occasion  is  my 
own  pupil,  you  can  understand  how  exceedingly 
vexed  I  should  be  if  anything  went  wrong.  It 
might  be  fatal  to  her  to  fail  at  her  debut.  Now, 
as  you  are  at  present  the  only  one  among  niy  pupils 
whom  I  can  thoroughly  trust,  you  will  confer  a 
great  kindness  on  me,  as  well  as  a  benefit  on  your- 
M-lf,  by  consenting.  If  you  wish,  I  will  talk  to  you 
al»out  it,  and  I  will  take  care  myself  that  the 
engagement  shall  be  profitable  in  ymi  iu  every 
sense. 
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"  I  think  I  should  advise  you  to  take  a  name  for 
the  occasion. 

"Hoping,  my  dear  pupil,  that  you  will  accept 
Signer  Kicci's  offer,  for  the  sake  of  all  of  us,  I  am, 
your  most  sincere  friend, 

"GusTAV  HKM/.KI..' 

Maurice  bit  his  lip.  "  I  don't  much  like  it,"  ho 
said.  The  chance  of  Antonia  and  Grace  singing 
together  in  '  Xorma '  was  by  no  means  pleasant  to 
him.  "  But  I  suppose  you  must  accept  after  that 
letter."  This  meant — "But  Antonia  must  run  no 
risk  of  failure." 

"  No — I  don't  see  how  I  can  help  it.'' 

"  The  Professor  is  complimentary  to  you  after  all. 
But  are  you  as  certain  of  yourself  as  he  is  of  you  ?  " 

"  I  confess  I  am  afraid.  But  I  will  go  and  see 
him,  however." 

She  went  out  immediately,  and  Maurice,  having 
seen  her  to  the  Professor's  door,  called  on  Antonia. 
He  found  her  in  good  spirits,  but  not,  as  usual,  at 
the  piano.  She  was  writing  a  letter. 

"Why,  what  is  this,  Antonia?"  he  said.  "I  do 
not  think  I  ever  saw  you  letter-writing  before." 

"  It  is  to  my  uncle  at  Leipzig.  He  must  be  lu-ro 
to  see  me  come  out." 

"  So  it  seems  there  is  some  doubt  of  their  open- 
ing with  *  Lucrezia  '  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  annoying  ?  " 
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" But  what  is  the  difficulty? " 

"It  all  depends  upon  whether  la  Waldmann— 
the  contralto,  you  know  —  comes  from  Berlin  in 
time.  She  is  Very  uncertain,  they  say,  and  is 
always  playing  tricks." 

"  I  shall  be  very  sorry  if  you  have  to  make  your 
debut  in  '  Norma.'  " 

"  So  shall  I.     I  detest  the  opera." 

"  We  must  hope  that  la  Waldmann  will  be  good, 
then.  But  it  seems  there  has  been  a  misfortune 
about  'Norma' — Louise  Scheming  is  very  ill." 

"My  God!  Why,  there  is  no  one  else  with 
whom  I  could  sing.  Who  is  there  ?  Surely  they 
are  not  going  to  put  in  the  Varini?  She  would 
make  me  ridiculous." 

"You  will  be  surprised — they  are  negotiating 
with  Miss  Owen." 

"  What !  Why,  she  has  never  sung  on  the  stage. 
Varini  would  be  better." 

Maurice  smiled.  "  Why,  you  talk  like  a  prima 
donna  of  twenty  years'  standing." 

She  laughed  also.  "I  am  different  from  Made- 
moiselle Owen,"  she  said.  "  I  shall  be  nervous,  of 
course,  but  nervousness  like  mine  rather  helps  one. 
But  suppose  she  broke  down — or  forgot  her  part — 
or — there  might  be  a  hundred  accidents  with  her." 

"I  think  not,"  said  Maurice,  gravely.  There  had 
been  a  bitterness  in  Antmiia's  tone  in  speaking  of 
Grace  which  he  did  not  like. 
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"  And  she  is  so  cold  and  so  proud,"  Antonia  went 
on — "  she  will  chill  me,  and  not  try  to  help  me  at 
all.  Poor  Louise  !  She  has  no  ideas  in  her  h«-ud, 
that  is  true ;  but  then  ideas  are  not  wanted  in  the 
part,  and  she  was  so  warm-hearted  and  so  set  upon 
my  succeeding." 

"  Miss  Owen  will  do  her  best  for  you,  I  am  sure," 
said  Maurice. 

"The  fact  is,  I  don't  like  Miss  Owen."  She 
looked  at  Maurice,  and  saw  that  ho  was  vexed. 
"  Oh,  forgive  me,"  she  said.  "  I  always  forget  she 
is  a  countrywoman  and  friend  of  yours.  Perhaps 
that  is  why  I  don't  like  her,"  she  added,  laughing, 
"  so  you  ought  not  to  be  angry." 

"  I  shall  never  be  angry  with  you,  Antonia." 

"Well — why  not?  Well,  then,  I  suppose  I  must 
do  what  I  can  with  my  sistQT-df'btttante.  But  does  sho 
know  the  music  at  all?  We  must  practise  together, 
and  there  is  not  much  time  now." 

Chance  seemed  to  have  deserted  Edward  Maurice 
at  last.  He  had,  strange  to  say,  forgotten  how  tin; 
engagement  of  Grace  would  bring  her  and  Antonia 
together  for  some  days.  But  it  could  not  be  helped 
now. 

"  I  will  go  to  the  Professor  at  once,"  said  Antonia. 
u  Perhaps  I  may  find  the  new  Adalgisa  there,  and  \vo 
can  arrange  matters  together.  Oh,  how  I  hope  that 
la  Waldmunn  will  cuinc  !  Do  you  know  any  uiio 
who  knowa  her?" 
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"  No  one  who  would  have  the  least  influence  over 
her  movements.  They  say  that  those  depend  en- 
tirely upon  her  poodle." 

k>  \Vell,  I  must  trust  in  fortune  and  the  poodle, 
then.  For  I  certainly  don't  trust  in  Mademoiselle 
Owen,  although  she  is  your  friend.  Come — will 
you  wralk  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  will  see  you  to  the  door,  and  will  then  leave 
you  to  settle  by  yourselves." 

On  leaving  Antonia  at  the  Professor's  door,  he 
found  another  surprise.  The  day  seemed  crowded 
with  them.  But,  this  time,  the  surprise  was 
pleasant.  He  met  his  friend  Frank  Lawson. 

"  Why,  Frank,  what  in  the  name  of  all  that  is 
wonderful  brings  you  to  Dresden  ?  I  am  delighted 
to  see  you,  though." 

"  So  we  meet  at  last !     After  how  long  ?  " 

"Nearly  three  years,  I  should  say.  But  I 
should  have  known  you  anywhere.  But  what 
brings  you?" 

"  Ennui.  I  have  given  up  my  idea  of  staying 
for  evei  in  Rome,  and  have  taken  to  vagabondage. 
I  have  been  at  Venice  and  Vienna  and  Munich. 
Of  course,  therefore,  I  could  not  help  coming  on 
here  to  see  what  you  are  doing.  But  I  forget. 
Am  I  to  congratulate  you?  Ought  I  to  ask  after 
Mademoiselle  Owen  or  Madame  Maurice?" 

"Grace  is  still  Miss  Oucii.'' 

"You  seem  to  take   matters  very  slowly.     But 
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then,  I  suppose,  you  have  become  more  than  half 
German  by  this  time." 

Maurice  told  him  of  the  death  of  Grace's  father,  and 
her  present  plans.  "  And  now  you  must  come  and 
dine  with  me,"  he  said.  "  How  strange  it  seems  to 
find  you  in  Dresden  !  Have  you  been  here  long?" 

"  Two  hours.     I  am  at  the  Hotel  de  Pologne." 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  are  not  off  in  a  hurry? 
Any  way  I  can  put  you  up  at  my  place." 

"Why,  we  shall  have  Newman  Street  again,  ct 
la  mode  allemande.  By  all  means.  No,  I  am  not 
off  for  a  day  or  two.  Do  you  know,  I  am  intrusted 
with  a  mission  of  public  importance  ?  " 

"  I  should  not  have  guessed  it,  certainly." 

"Well,  it  is  a  long  story.  When  I  was  in 
Florence  I  got  to  know,  rather  intimately,  tho 
director  of  the  opera  at  Vienna — he  was  in  the 
same  hotel,  and  was  a  very  good  fellow.  I  called 
on  him  when  I  went  to  Vienna  the  other  day,  and 
told  him  I  was  bound  for  Dresden,  so  he  asked  mo 
to  go  to  the  theatre  on  the  first  opera  night  and 
notice  a  certain  singer  whose  name  is  unknown  to 
fame — I  have  it  written  down,  but  I  think  it  is 
Salvi — and  see  whether  she  was  a  success  ;i 
as  applause  went,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  He 
said  lie  didn't  want  any  of  my  criticism — compli- 
mentary, was  it  not? — but  only  facts,  and  asked 
me  to  send  the  latter  to  him  at  once." 

Here  was  another  chance  in  Maurice's  favour. 
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It  would  be  strange  if  he  could  not  get  his  friend 
to  send  a  good  account  of  Antonia  to  Vienna. 
"  She  will  do,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  remember  some 
far  back  letters  of  mine  in  which  I  weaved,  as  you 
said,  a  romance  out  of  nothing?" 

"What?  the  invisible  nightingale?" 

"  Yes.  That  is  Mademoiselle  Salvi.  If  I  am  not 
mistaken  she  will  turn  out  the  greatest  singer  in 
Europe." 

"  By  Jove  !  then  it  was  a  romance  after  all.  Do 
you  still  keep  up  the  acquaintance  ?  " 

"  I  know  her  very  well — intimately,  in  fact.  I 
must  introduce  you." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted." 

"After  dinner  we  will  go  and  see  Grace.  She 
often  talks  of  you." 

"  I  am  glad  she  has  not  quite  forgotten  me.  It 
has  always  been  rather  on  my  conscience  that  I 
couldn't  manage  to  see  them  to  Dresden,  and,  now 
you  have  told  me  the  story  of  their  journey,  I  am 
grieved  indeed.  However,  I  suppose  she  under- 
stood the  reason." 

"I  took  care-  that  she  should/' 

"How  very  oddly  things  come  about!  Who 
would  ever  have  thought,  less  than  a  year  ago, 
that  I,  Frank  Lawson,  who  was  never  going  to 
Italy  again,  should  ever  hear  the  rich  Miss 
Owen,  living  luxuriously  in  London,  sing  a  second- 
rate  part  in  a  Dresden  theatre  V" 
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"Or  that  I,  the  hard-up  Edward  Maurice,  should 
become  richer  than  Richard  Owen  himself  V  But 
come,  I  am  getting  hungry." 

The  first  opera  night  at  the  theatre  now  began 
to  draw  very  near  indeed.  It  was  tolerably  certain 
that  the  season  would  open  with  l  Lucrezia  Borgia,' 
with  Antonia  as  Lucrezia,  and  a  certain  celcl 
contralto  from  the  opera  at  Berlin  as  Maffio  Orsini, 
and  it  was  so  announced  officially.  But  the  con- 
tralto, being  extremely  popular,  was  correspond- 
ingly capricious,  and  the  manager  kept  'Norma/ 
in  which  there  is  no  contralto  part,  as  a  reserve 
in  case  of  disappointment.  Grace,  although  very 
little  expecting  to  be  called  upon,  studied  her  part 
energetically,  and  was  zealously  helped  both  by 
the  Professor  and  by  Antonia,  who  was  too  anxious 
about  herself  not  to  take  all  the  pains  she  could 
with  Grace.  It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  thai 
Grace  did  not  find  her  hours  of  practice  and  re- 
hearsal very  pleasant.  She  could  not  overcome 
her  shyness  under  such  unwonted  circumstances, 
and  Antonia's  almost  violent  energy  and  impatient 
quickness,  which  made  no  allowance  for  the  slow- 
ness of  Others,  rather  frightened  her.  Antouia  was 
a  woman  who  could  never  much  like  or  be  liked  1  > y 
other  women;  and,  without  knowing  why,  had  taken 
a  particular  dislike  to  Grace  Owen — a  dislike  which 
nho  was  hardly  at  the  pains  to  hide.  T 
ei-rtainly  no  room  for  Maurice's  fear  that  there 
would  be  confidences  between  the  two. 
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At  last  good  news  arrived — Mademoiselle  \Vald- 
inann,  the  great  contralto,  was  actually  in  the  town. 
(Jrace.  gave  up  her  practice  with  intense  relief, 
Kd\vurd  Maurice  was  delighted,  Antonia  full  of  joy. 
'  Lucrezia  Borgia '  was  put  at  once  into  rehearsal. 

Now  Signer  and  Signora  Salvi  returned  at  last 
from  Leipzig,  and  embraced  their  niece  with  genuine 
pride  and  affection,  although  they  had  neglected  her 
for  so  many  months.  That  was  their  way.  They 
were  quite  unchanged  —  they  came  to  Dresden 
without  any  luggage  except  a  placid  smile  and 
half  a  cigar.  They  were  glad  to  see  Maurice, 
but  the  violinist  evidently  considered  that  the 
good  prospects  of  his  niece  were  entirely  owing 
to  himself. 

At  length  the  last  rehearsal  was  over,  and  on 
the  very  next  day  Antonia  was  to  make  her  first 
appearance  on  the  stage.  It  was  arranged  that 
she  was  to  be  left  entirely  to  herself,  and  was  to 
see  no  one,  not  even  Maurice  himself,  during  the 
whole  day — she  herself  desired  this — and  was  to 
In-  taki-n  to  tin-  house  in  the  evening  by  her  aunt. 
Maurice,  Lawson,  Grace,  and  an  English  lady  of 
their  acquaintance,  were  to  occupy  a  box  together, 
the  two  former  arranging  to  meet  the  two  ladies  at 
the  theatre  itself. 

Then-  were  at  least  two  persons  in  Dresden 
who  slept,  badly  that  ni^ht.  The  sleeplessness  of 
Antonia  was  caused  by  natural  and  healthy  excite- 
ment, but  that  of  Maurice  by  a  deeper  cause.  To- 
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morrow  night  must,  in  all  probability,  separate  liim 
from  Antnniii  for  ever. 

Was  it  even  now  too  late  to  break  with  Grace  ? 
it  even  now  too  late  to  save  her  from  the  fato 
of  marrying  one  who  loved  her  not — himself  from 
treachery  to  nature,  to  the  woman  to  whom  he 
owed  everything,  whom  he  loved?  Was  it  even 
now  too  late  to  confer  happiness  upon  at  least  two 
persons  out  of  three — to  save  three  from  misery  ? 
With  these  questions,  in  one  form  or  another,  his 
brain  was  racked  all  night,  and  ever  with  the  same 
answer,  It  is  too  late  ! 

But  morning  came  at  last.  Grace  went  to  spend 
the  day  with  Mrs  Ford.  Antonia  shut  herself  up 
in  her  room,  would  not  see  or  speak  to  any  one, 
and  even  took  her  meals  in  solitude.  Signor  Salvi 
smoked  up  and  down  the  Terrace  nearly  all  day. 
The  Signora  ate,  drank,  slept,  and  smiled.  The 
Professor  taught  even  his  most  interesting  pupils 
in  rather  an  absent  manner,  and  took  much  snuff. 
Mademoiselle  Waldmann  held  a  kind  of  levee  all 
day  at  the  Hotel  de  Pologne.  Maurice  went  to  his 
studio,  and  Lawson  accompanied  him,  but  no  work 
was  done  there.  After  dinner  they  smoked  a 
and  went  to  the  theativ. 

On  entering,  the  house  was  full — their  own  box 
alone  was  empty.     Neither  Mrs  Ford  nor  < 
was  there,  though  it  was  late.     But  the  following 
printed  notice  was  lying  on  the  ledge :— 
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"  In  consequence  of  the  sudden,  though  not 
serious,  indisposition  of  Mademoiselle  Waldinann, 
Signor  Bellini's  opera  of  l  Norma '  will  be  performed 
this  evening  instead  of  that  which  was  announced. 

"Pollio,  ....  Heir  SCHWARZ; 

Oroveso,  ....  Herr  BAUER  ; 

Flavio,  ....  Sig.  LTJIGI  ; 

Clotilda,  ....  Mde.  HEGEL; 

Adalgisa  ....  Mdlle.  GKAZIA  ; 

and 

Norma,  ....  Mdlle.  SALVI." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Lawson  made  a  grimace  and  shrugged  his 
shoulders.  Maurice  frowned,  folded  his  arms, 
and  leaned  resolutely  forward.  He  thought  of 
the  story  of  the  opera  he  was  going  to  hear,  and 
felt  as  though  Fate  were  amusing  itself  at  his 
expense,  even  if  he  had  nothing  really  to  fear. 

The  overture  was  soon  over,  and  the  curtain  rose 
upon  the  not  very  magnificent  scenery  which  repre- 
sented the  sacred  grove.  Then  came  the  chorus  of 
Druids,  which  every  one  who  ever  heard  a  barrel 
organ  knows.  It  was  well  done,  and  the  voice  of 
Herr  Bauer  told  well ;  but  the  audience  was  cold — 
the  inevitable  result  of  a  change  of  programme — 
and  they  missed  their  favourite,  th-j  Waldinann, 
who  could  not  contrive  to  lose  her  popularity  in 
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epite  of  the  contemptuous  and  capricious  behaviour 
towards  her  admirers  for  which  she  was  notorious. 
The  familiar  notes,  therefore,  called  forth  but  little 
applause.  The  long  scena  between  the  two  tenors 
which  followed  the  chorus,  in  which  the  feeble- 
minded pro-consul  tells  his  friend  the  story  of  his 
love  for  Adalgisa  and  his  faithlessness  to  Norma, 
was  worse  received  still,  for  Herr  Schwarz  was 
deservedly  no  favourite.  When  the  scena  ended, 
the  irritation  of  the  house  was  so  obviously  on  the 
increase,  that  Maurice  threw  himself  back  in  a 
state  of  despair,  and  Lawson  was  already  making 
up  his  mind  that  he  should  have  to  send  to  Vienna 
the  fatal  word,  "Fiasco."  Then  the  march  sounded, 
and  the  chief  priest,  the  Druids,  and  the  warriors 
entered  upon  the  stage  in  procession,  and  heralded 
in  chorus  the  approach  of  Norma  herself. 

Antonia  Salvi  came  forward  at  last,  slowly, 
calmly,  serenely.  Her  loose  robes  suited  wi-11 
the  dignity  of  her  carriage,  and  she  looked  every 
inch  the  inspired  priestess.  But  she  was  not  tho 
traditional  Norma,  nevertheless — there  was  some- 
thing wild  and  incomplete  about  her.  All  tho 
musical  part  of  Dresden  had  been  anxious  to  hear 
her  for  months,  and  had  made  up  its  mind  to 
welcome  her  enthusiastically;  but  the  temper  of 
the  house  had  become  so  bitterly  cold,  that,  though 
there  was  a  slight  attempt  to  applaud  her  entrance 
— an  attempt  which  she  barely  acknowledged  by 
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the  slightest  of  bows — she  proceeded  to  the  altar 
in  silence. 

For  some  instants  she  stood  motionless,  with  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  Then  raising  them,  and 
stretching  aloft  the  golden  sickle,  she  began  to  sing. 

That  magnificent  voice  !  The  coldness  thawed 
in  a  moment  before  its  divine  secret — the  secret  of 
finding  the  straight  road,  in  spite  of  every  barrier 
of  circumstance,  to  the  very  inmost  heart  of  every 
man  at  once.  Intellect  has  it  not — culture  cannot 
produce  it :  it  is  the  golden  harp,  which  is  bestowed 
by  the  hand  of  nature  alone.  In  less  than  a  minute 
all  in  the  house  were  in  sympathy  with  the  singer, 
and  not  only  with  her,  but  with  each  other  also. 
From  the  moment  that  she  opened  her  lips  there 
was  no  doubt  of  her  success.  Maurice  leaned  back 
with  a  sigh  of  relief,  Lawson  leaned  forward  witli 
an  expression  of  interest. 

It  was,  perhaps,  not  altogether  unfortunate  that 
1  Antonia '  had  to  make  her  first  appearance  in  an 
opera  like  '  Norma.'  If  the  music  had  belonged  to 
a  higher  class,  the  critical  German  audience  would 
very  likely  have  found  her  interpretation  different 
from  some  special  standard,  and  so,  after  the  first 
enthusiasm,  have  taken  to  fault-finding,  out  of  pure 
revenge  for  having  been  carried  away ;  but  as  it 
was,  there  was  nothing  to  distract  attention  from 
the  singer  herself,  so  that,  without  having  to  give 
up  a  single  prejudice,  every  one  present  was  able, 

s.s. — ii.  x 
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with  a  good  critical  conscience,  to  yield  himself  to 
her  sway. 

"  Cant  a  Diva" — or  rather  Antonia's  execution, 
which  was  faultless — was  applauded  rapturously, 
and  she  retired  from  the  stage  laden  with  bouquets. 
It  was  already  a  success  of  enthusiasm. 

Then  Grace  Owen  entered.  But  she  was  pain- 
fully nervous ;  and  the  more  so  as  she  had  been  so 
unexpectedly  called  upon  to  take  the  part,  at  the 
List  moment,  after  she  had  been  led  to  consider 
herself  safe,  so  that  the  few  bars  which  she  Lad 
t<>  sing  by  herself  were  scarcely  audible.  Had 
she  appeared  before  Antonia's  entrance,  she  would 
probably  have  been  greeted  with  something  w.  >rsc 
than  silence ;  but  the  prima  donna  had  put  the 
house  into  a  good  humour,  and  the  youth  and 
beauty  of  Grace  gained  her  even  a  little  applause. 
This  encouraged  her;  and,  in  her  duet  with  the 
unpopular  tenor,  she  acquitted  herself  better,  though 
her  heart  <li<l  not  cease  to  tremble.  Maurice  tried 
to  catch  her  eye,  but  she  was  in  that  state  known 
to  all  who  appear  before  an  audience  for  the  first 
time,  whether  as  actors  or  orators — she  saw  nothing 
whatever,  and  heard  no  sound  but  that  of  her  own 
voice — the  most  fearful  sound  for  a  nervous  person 
to  hear. 

The  comparative  failure  of  the  duet  made  An- 
tonia's return  to  the  stage  the  more  welcome. 
This  time  her  appearance  was  warmly  ch< 
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and  now  came  the  first  duet  between  herself  and 
Grace. 

The  latter  was  more  nervous  now  than  ever.  Sho 
felt  more  than  half  inclined  to  follow  the  example 
of  the  Waldmann,  and  cry  off  at  the  last  moment, 
reckless  of  consequences.  But  the  first  words  of 
Antonia's  recitative — 

"  T'inoltra,  0  giovinetta  ! 
T'iuoltra — e  perclie  tremi?" 

" Approach,  0  maiden;  why  dost  thou  tremble?" 
were  uttered  intentionally  in  a  tone  so  kind  and 
full  of  encouragement,  that  she  looked  up,  and  felt 
drawn  to  Antonia  as  she  had  never  felt  before. 
The  fascination  of  triumphant  Art  was  now  per- 
vading every  spot  where  Antonia  stood.  Grace 
herself  felt  it,  and,  forgetting  the  audience,  became 
conscious  only  that  she  was  about  to  sing  with 
Antonia,  With  such  support  how  could  she  fear  ? 
Then  she  even  let  her  eyes  leave  the  stage,  and 
saw  her  friends.  So  she  took  courage,  and  did  her 
best — and  her  best  was  very  fair  indeed. 

Then  came  the  trio,  which  ends  the  first  act,  and 
then — for  there  was  scope  for  a  display  of  passion 
in  it — Antonia  let  herself  out,  and  sang  and  acted 
with  licr  whole  power.  Dresden  had  never  ht-ard 
anything  like  it  before,  and  the  most  gentle  of 
composers  would  have  been  astonished  to  find  so 
much  in  his  own  music.  Her  rage,  her  contempt 
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were  almost  terrible.  Whon  she  concluded,  all  was 
silent  for  an  instant — and  then  burst  forth  a  storm 
of  applause  such  as  had  not  been  heard  in  tho 
house  within  living  memory.  Antonia  was  re- 
called over  and  over  again  to  bo  applauded.  It  was 
no  longer  only  a  great  success — it  was  a  triumph. 

Maurice4  and  Lawson  hastened,  when  the  curtain 
fell,  to  the  room  where  the  performers  were  waiting 
between  the  acts.  Antonia  and  Grace  were  both 
there.  Maurice  hastily  pressed  the  hand  of  the 
former,  reflecting  in  his  own  face  all  the  joy,  tho 
triumph,  the  love,  that  shone  in  hers.  He  forgot, 
for  the  time,  the  existence  of  the  whole  world  save 
that  of  Antonia  and  of  himself.  On  recollecting  him- 
self he  went  to  the  side  of  Grace,  leaving  Lawson 
talking  to  Antonia.  The  two  latter  spoke  in  Italian. 

"What  a  triumph,  Mademoiselle  !''  said  Lawson. 
"You  have  gained  the  first  of  your  ten  thousand. 
It  will  be  my  greatest  boast  all  my  life  that  I 
•  •(I  at  the  first  appearance  of  tho  divine  An- 
tonia Salvi." 

"Ah,  it  is  clear  that  you  have  lived  in  Italy,"  >he 
said,  laughing.  "That  is  the  way  we  Italians  talk, 
but  we  do  not  always  mean  what  we 

"You  will  soon  find,  I  hope,  that  my  admiration 
is  sincere.  Honestly,  I  cannot  say  too  much." 

"  Signer,  I  am  proud  to  have  your  approval.  I 
wish  I  could  have  asked  for  it  in  some  better 
part." 
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"\on  prevented  my  thinking  of  the  part,  Made- 
moiselle." 

"You  arc  a  great  friend  of  Signer  Maurice,  arc 
you  not  V 

••Most  intimate.  We  lived  together  for  some 
years  before  lie  came  to  Dresden." 

"  So  I  have  heard.  He  has  often  spoken  of  you. 
Do  you  know  Mademoiselle  Owen,  also/'? 

"  Very  well,  and  like  her  better  than  I  know  her. 
She  didn't  do  so  badly  to-night.  I  was  afraid  she 
would  be  more  nervous." 

"  No  ;  she  did  very  well  indeed,  and  she  is  a 
beautiful  girl.  She  would  look  a  better  Norma  than 
any  of  us,  I  think — I  am  quite  jealous  of  being 
eclipsed  by  Adalgisa — that  is  against  all  rule/'  she 
added,  with  a  laugh. 

"  You  are  doing  yourself  the  grossest  injustice, 
Mademoiselle — you  are  eclipsed  by  none.  But  you 
are  right  in  one  thing — she  is  very  beautiful." 

"  I  believe  she  is  very  amiable  also ;  but  I  have 
not  seen  much  of  her." 

"She  is  very  amiable.'' 

"  She  and  Signer  Maurice  are  very  old  acquain- 
tances, it  seems." 

"They  did  not  know  each  other  very  long  before 
their  engagement,  but  that  has  been  rather  a  long 
one — more  than  three  years.  However,  I  suppose 
we  shall  soon  be  asked  to  the  wedding  now.'' 

Antonia's  face  was  one  that  by  its  changes  of  ex- 
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pression  betrayed  the  slightest  and  most  transient 
emotion  ;  but  now,  the  smile  did  not  even  leave  li<  r 
lips — she  did  not  show  by  the  quivering  of  a  nerve 
that  the  life  of  her  life  was  destroyed. 

"  I  suppose  so,"  she  answered,  calmly :  and  that 
was  all. 

Maurice  came  up.  "  Come,  Frank,"  he  said,  "  we 
must  get  back  to  our  box  unless  we  want  to  miss 
Mademoiselle  Salvi's  next  scene.  Antonia,"  ho 
whispered  to  her,  "  I  shall  see  you  again  this 
evening." 

She  bent  her  head,  but  did  not  answer,  and 
he  and  Lawson  went  back  to  their  places  in  tho 
theatre. 

The  curtain  rose  again  for  the  second  act,  on  tho 
scene  where  Norma  is  about  to  murder  her  sleeping 
children.  There  was  a  settled,  hard  energy  about 
her  delivery  of  the  passage  which  was  almost  un- 
pleasant— her  voice  seemed,  in  its  over-intensity,  to 
have  lost  half  its  music,  and  there  was  apparent 
effort.  In  reality  she  sang  mechanically,  and  as  if 
asleep.  Still,  however,  the  peculiarity  of  her  st\  !«• 
was  not  inappropriate  to  the  situation. 

When,  however,  Grace  entered,  no  longer  nervous, 
but  filled  with  courage  drawn  from  the  approving 
words  of  Maurice,  to  join  her  in  the  great  duet,  tho 
hard  dream  passed  away.  The  strange  similarity 
of  her  own  position  to  that  of  the  deserted  priestess 
eame  with  a  cold,  piercing  rush  of  reality  into  her 
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soul.     All  her  vehement  nature,  like  a  dying  flame, 
flared  up  in  an  unnatural  glow.     There,  not  on  the 
stage,  but  in  the  box  before  her,  was  the  faithless 
foreigner  who  had  amused  himself  with  her  and 
deceived  her — her,  who  now  recognised  herself  ami 
her  genius,  who  was  conscious  at  last  of  her  own 
greatness, — conscious,  although  her  consciousness  of 
it  meant  not  pride,  but  despair — and  there,  smiling 
beside  her,  she  stood  who  had  really  held  his  heart 
— a  true  Adalgisa,  pretty  and  tamo  and  weak — fit 
consort  for  such  a  lover.     She  scorned  them  both. 
Now  the   world    should    know  her,   and    Maurice 
should  know  her  too,  even  as  she  knew  herself.     In 
a  whirl  of  emotions,  strained  to  their  utmost  and 
uniting  in  a  single  turning-point  in  her  bursting 
heart — in  a  storm  of  love,  hate,  jealousy,  and  de- 
spair— she  hurried  through  the  few  bars  of  recita- 
tive, and  then,  with  an  almost  superhuman  effort, 
she  threw  all  that  storm,  all  herself,  into  the  air. 
Rapidly,  energetically,  recklessly — almost  desper- 
ately, si  10  poured  forth  the  notes,  with  the  whole 
power  of  her  voice,  in  a  style  of  which  the  composer 
had  certainly  never  dreamed.     Grace  found  it  im- 
p«'SMblo  to  follow  her.     It  was  no  longer  a  duet. 
Still,  the  effect  was  grand  in  the  extreme.      Her 
voice  rang  out  clearly  in  a  grand  burst  of  desperate 
triumph — it  was  no  longer  a  song  of  tender,  womanly 
sentiment,  it  had  no  reference  to  the  words  of  tho 
librettist,  none  to  the  idea  of  the  composer— it  was 
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the  real  agony  of  living  human  nature  rebelling 
against  the  feeble  fetters  of  conventional  art — a 
war  of  passion  and  destiny.  It  was  all  hopelessly, 
utterly  wrong,  but  there  was  no  help  for  it — tho 
applause  must  come.  And  again  it  did  come,  in 
a  storm  of  cheering  and  a  torrent  of  flowers.  In 
the  midst  of  it  all  stood  Antonia,  deaf  and  blind.  A 
sharp  spasm  came  over  her  face — she  placed  her 
hand  to  her  left  side,  and  fell  on  the  stage. 

Grace  sprang  to  her  side  with  a  scream,  and  she 
was  at  once  carried  to  the  dressing-room.  Maurice 
and  Lawson  followed,  and  found  her  lying  on  a  sofa 
surrounded  by  many  persons — the  Director  of  the 
theatre,  the  Professor,  her  uncle  and  aunt — all,  in 
short,  who  could  find  room.  A  surgeon,  who  liad 
been  among  the  audience,  was  passing  his  hand  over 
her  heart.  Her  wreath  of  oak  leaves  had  fallen  <>{}', 
and  her  long  black  hair  floated  down  to  the  ground. 
Her  hands  were  tightly  clenched,  and  her  face  still 
wore  an  expression  of  pain.  All  were  silent. 

Maurice  fell  on  his  knees  1  >y  IHT  side,  and,  grasping 
one  of  her  heavy,  passive  hands,  recklessly  poured 
f'>rth  all  the  passionate  expression  of  such  ii 
love  as  can  only  be  inspired  by  such  women  as  she. 
Grace,  who  stood  by,  terrified  and  faint — all  who 
stood  around — were  invisible  to  him ;  he  saw  only 
her  whom  he  loved  with  all  his  soul. 

But  his  words  were  too  late.  Antonia  was  dead, 
and  Grace  Owen's  engagement  at  an  end  for  ever. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

OXF,  day  about  the  beginning  of  August  last,  I 
was  sauntering  along  Princes  Street  in  any- 
thing but  a  cheerful  mood  of  mind.  The  truth  is, 
that  I  did  not  very  well  know  what  to  make  of  my- 
self for  the  next  two  months.  I  was  exceedingly 
anxious  to  be  off  to  the  moors  as  usual;  but  I  had 
no  spare  cash  to  rent  one,  and  no  grouse-shooter  of 
my  acquaintance  had  been  thoughtful  enough  to 
make  tender  of  his  hospitalities.  To  expend  the 
•whole  season  in  Edinburgh  was  clearly  out  of  the 
question.  True — I  might  shut  myself  up  in  my 
rooms,  post  a  notice  outside  the  door  that  I  would 
be  Lack  in  time  for  the  box-day,  and  devote  the 
interval  to  the  completion  ot  an  historical  romance 
which  I  had  commenced  eighteen  months  before, 
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and  conducted  as  far  as  the  single  combat  in  the 
middle  of  the  second  volume,  where  I  stuck  for 
want  of  incidents.  But  not  even  Sir  Walter  could 
have  submitted  to  such  a  penance  at  such  a  time ; 
ami,  besides,  I  was  not  at  all  assmvd  that  any 
publisher  would  adequately  recompense  me  for  my 
trouble.  I  began  to  ponder  upon  the  respective 
merits  of  different  watering-places,  principally  on 
tin-  west  coast,  "with  angling  at  an  easy  distance, 
and  every  convenience  for  bathing  at  hand ; "  but 
these  cogitations  summoned  up  no  more  cheerful 
visions  than  the  reminiscence  of  a  row  of  unpicttir- 
esque  two-storeyed  houses,  fronting  the  sea,  in  which 
certain  Glaswegian  nereids,  in  long  night-gowns, 
were  perpetually  floundering — of  a  hard  truckle-bed 
with  clammy  sheets — of  iron-pronged  forks,  and  of 
marvellously  ill -flavoured  mutton.  It  will,  there- 
fore, be  easy  to  comprehend  why  I  glared  malig- 
nantly at  the  travelling  carriages,  as  each,  with  its 
appropriate  load  of  luggage,  drove  away  from  the 
doors  of  the  hotels,  conveying  some  delighted  party 
to  their  residence  in  the  far  Highlands.  There  are 
certain  moments  in  every  man's  life,  when  he  suc- 
cumbs to  the  original  sin  of  radicalism. 

There  were  not  many  men  in  town.  On  the 
piwious  week  the  Toxophilites  had  departed,  re- 
liveing  the  streets  of  Edinburgh  from  tho  unwonted 
ravages  of  Robin  Ho-.d  and  his  merry  men,  attired 
with  classical  propriety  in  a  sort  of  spurious  tartan. 
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To  them  had  succeeded  the  philosophers,  who  were 
now  occupied  as  usual  with  their  everlasting  dis- 
cussions about  the  action  of  icebergs  and  glaciers, 
boulder-stones,  striated  rocks,  and  the  antiquity  of 
the  sea -levels.  I,  being  supremely  indifferent  to 
such  matters,  and  infinitely  preferring  a  grouse  to 
a  pterodactyle,  or  a  cut  of  fresh  salmon  to  a  section 
of  a  petrified  ichthyosaurus,  had  hitherto  abstained 
altogether  from  participating  in,  or  listening  to,  the 
controversy ;  and  in  all  human  probability  should 
never  have  attended  a  single  meeting  of  the  British 
Association,  but  for  the  following  incident. 

In  the  course  of  my  walk  I  happened  to  encounter 
Anthony  Whaup,  who,  being  of  a  naval  turn  of  mind, 
professed  to  feel  a  deep  interest  in  the  law  of  storms, 
and  was  accordingly  in  daily  attendance  at  the 
meteorological  section. 

"  The  very  man  I  was  looking  for!"  said  Anthony. 
"  I  say — don't  you  remember  three  or  four  years 
ago,  at  Cork,  meeting  a  very  pleasant  fellow,  a 
Captain  Stanley,  who  was  quartered  there?" 

"To  bo  sure  I  do.  Ho  was  by  far  the  most 
a-i' 'cable  member  of  the  mess,  and  might  have  sat 
f«>r  liis  portrait  to  Lever.  But  what  of  him?" 

"Why.  1  am  strongly  of  opinion  that  he  is  in 
Edinburgh  at  tins  present  moment." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it.  Do  you  know  where 
li«-  puts  nj i  V  Y\V  must  try  to  get  one  or  two  good 
fellows  together,  and  give  him  a  dinner  at  Granton." 
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"If  he  be  the  man  I  take  him  for,"  said  Anthony 
mysteriously,  "that  sort  of  entertainment  will  hardly 
suit  him." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Anthony  / 

"Simply  tin's — that,  unless  I  am  altogether  mis- 
taken as  to  the  identity  of  the  individual,  your 
conversation  would  be  somewhat  too  frivolous  f<>r 
his  taste,  judging  from  his  present  pursuits.  Where 
do  you  think  I  saw  him  V  " 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  Possibly  in  a  billiard- 
room,  or  not  at  all  improbably  eating  ices  at 
Stewart's. 

"Nothing  of  the  kind.  1  left  him  delivering  a 
lecture  on  the  centrifugal  qualities  of  light  at  the 
Dritish  Association." 

••  Wliy.  you  must  be  mad,  Anthony  !  The  thing 
is  perfectly  impossible.  Stanley  knows  as  much 
about  science  as  I  do  of  the  Chinese  alphabet  !  " 

"  I  certainly  should  not  have  conceived  that  his 
range  was  remarkably  wide,"  replied  Anthony. 
"  Nevertheless  I  repeat,  that  if  Stanley  is  in  life, 
I  saw  him  lecturing  not  half  an  hour  ago.  He  did 
it  remarkably  well,  too,  judging  from  the  interest 
which  the  ladies  took  in  the  discourse ;  and  na 
wonder,  for  he  contrived  to  mix  up  science  and  com- 
pliments in  a  way  which  was  positively  astounding. 
After  all,  who  knows  but  that  we  may  have  seen 
only  the  physical  side  of  him  at  Cork?  He  may 
be  a  second  edition  of  the  Admirable  Crichton ! " 
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"  So  may  yon,  for  that  matter,  Anthony ;  but  I 
take  leave  to  doubt  it.  Did  you  hear  his  nnmo 
mentioned  ?  " 

u  Xo — and  that  is  what  puzzles  me.  There  is  no 
such  an  entry  as  Captain  Stanley  in  the  list." 

"  Then  depend  upon  it  you  are  entirely  wrong. 
You  must  have  been  misled  by  some  strong- 
resemblance." 

"  I  shall  believe  that,"  quoth  Anthony,  "  when  it- 
is  demonstratively  proved  to  me  that  mankind  is 
like  a  bushel  of  peas.  I  tell  you  that  I  knew  him 
at  the  first  glance,  though  he  has  shaved  off  his 
moustache.  But  you  may  easily  satisfy  yourself, 
by  becoming  a  member  of  the  Association.  You 
will  be  sure  to  see  him  the  day  after  to-morrow, 
when  we  expect  to  have  a  most  interesting  dis- 
cussion. I  shall  probably  read  a  paper  on  the 
theory  of  the  rudder,  illustrated  by  diagrams." 

"  Thank  you !"  said  I.     And  we  parted. 

On  the  following  morning,  I  was  giving  my 
setter  an  airing  on  the  Pentlands.  The  poor  beast 
seemed  to  think  tin-  period  for  the  exercise  of  his 
talents  was  approaching,  for  he  raced  away  at  full 
spi-i-d  through  the  fur/e,  made  long  semicircles  on 
the  iaee  of  tlie  hill,  and  filially  returning  to  my 
feet,  rolled  himself  over  and  over  again  on  the  dewy 
in  an  agony  of  animal  delight.  I  should 
think  meanly  of  the  man  who  could  complain  of 
solitude,  if  allowed  the  company  of  his  dog.  Yes, 
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S \\vrp  !  I  know  several  bipeds  in  breeches  who  are 
idiots  compared  with  thee  ! " 

Rounding  the  shoulder  of  a  hill,  I  came  suddenly 
upon  a  group  whom  I  knew  to  be  savants  and  geolo- 
gists. They  were  almost  all  foreigners,  and  one 
old  gentleman,  \vho  spoke  a  language  that  I  pre- 
sumed to  be  Dutch,  was  pointing,  with  great 
enthusiasm,  to  certain  marks  on  the  surface  of  a 
stone  by  the  roadside,  which  seemed  to  have  been 
inflicted  by  a  pickaxe.  I  was  about  to  pass  on, 
when  my  eye  was  riveted  by  the  sight  of  a 
figure  a  little  way  apart  from  the  others.  Appar- 
ently he  took  no  vivid  interest  in  the  investigation, 
whatever  it  might  be,  for  he  was  smoking  a  cigar, 
with  an  exceeding  distrait  air,  and  practising  the 
sword  exercise  with  a  small  chipping -hammer.  1 
felt  assured  that  Anthony  was  in  the  right. 

"  Captain  Stanley  ! "  said  I. 

"Ha!  Hush,  hush,  my  dear  fellow !"  cried  ho, 
starting  up.  "  Don't  mention  my  name  here,  if  you 
please  !  These  men  don't  know  me — at  least  they 
don't  know  who  I  am.  Not  a  word  about  tin-  army, 
or  I  am  ruined!  Well,  Dr  Zunder,  what  havi  you 
discovered  ?  " 

"Dass  ist  merkwurdig  ! "  .-aid  one  of  tin-  gool. 
who  now  approached.     "  Mann  sicht  /tier  gewiss  di»' 
gletscherstreiche" 

"  Potz  tausend !  win"  cxt-laimcd  another,  "<//»• 
sint  eisbergische  kiesel ! "  and  a  perfect  Babel  of 
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tongues  arose  in  support  of  either  theory.     So  keen 
was  the  encounter  that  Stanley  had  time  to  say — 

"  Excuse  me  for  the  present ;  there  is  a  mystery 
in  this  which  I  shall  clear  up  shortly.  Call  for  me 
this  evening  at  nine,  at  Douglas's  Hotel,  and  you 
shall  know  more.  Ask  for  Mr  Larkins." 

I  took  the  hint,  and  made  off,  leaving  the  scien- 
tific Larkins  to  excite  or  calm  the  dispute  as  ap- 
peared best  to  himself.  It  is  strange  what  pleas- 
ure all  of  us  attach  to  mystery.  Listless  as  I 
had  felt  that  morning,  I  was  now  as  excited  as  the 
third  conspirator  in  a  melodrama.  Here  was  a  real 
bond  fide  romance,  or  something  decidedly  like  one, 
enacting  before  my  very  eyes,  for  a  sight  of  which 
G.  P.  R.  James  would  have  given  a  trifle.  It  was 
evident  that  no  vulgar  cause,  no  mean  occasion,  no ' 
wretched  embarrassments  of  debt  could  have  trans- 
formed the  dashing  dragoon  into  a  savant,  or  caused 
him  to  conceal  the  hereditary  splendour  of  his  name. 
I  burned  with  anxiety  to  become  the  depository  of 
the  promised  secret. 

At  nine  o'clock  punctually  I  kept  my  appoint- 
ment. Tin-  waiter  ushered  mo  into  a  handsome 
parlour,  where  I  found  the  philosopher,  in  a  flowered 
dressing-gown  and  slippers,  stretched  upon  the  sofa, 
looking  the  very  reverse  of  a  pupil  of  Buckland  or 
Agassi/. 

"Ah,  Cameron,  my  dear  friend  !  delighted  to  see 
you!"  cried  he,  elevating  himself  on  his  elbow. 
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"Waiter!  bring  up  the  tray  with  the  lobster  and 
iced  champagne,  and  then  make  yourself  scarce  as 
soon  as  possible.  And  how  have  you  been  for  this 
long  time  ?  'Gad,  I  hardly  knew  you  when  you 
plumped  upon  us  this  morning  like  a  hawk  on  a 
brood  of  wild-ducks  ! " 

"  You  were  certainly  not  more  astonished  than  I 
was.  Our  old  friend  Whaup  told  me  that  he  had 
recognised  you  at  the  Association,  but  I  thought  ho 
must  have  been  dreaming." 

"So! — Whaup  knew  me  then?"  said  Stanley, 
evidently  a  little  put  out.  "  That  may  be  awkward 
if  it  goes  further.  Do  you  think  he  is  likely  to 
peach?" 

"  Why,  no — especially  if  you  have  no  acquaint- 
ance here  in  common.  He  only  mentioned  it  to 
me  as  a  singular  circumstance." 

"Ah,  well!  You  must  manage  to  make  him 
believe  he  was  mistaken.  I  would  not  for  a  thou- 
sand pounds  that  it  were  generally  known  who 
1  am." 

"  In  which  capacity  ?     Stanley  or  Larkins  ? '' 

"  Oh,  as  Stanley,  to  be  sure  !  Larkins  can  answer 
for  himself;  and  I  am  glad  to  observe  from  the 
newspapers  that  he  is  making  such  a  sensation  in 
the  learned  circles.  I  vow  to  you  that  I  would  a* 
soon  have  thought  of  appearing  in  the  character  of 
a  field-preacher ! " 

"But,   Stanley,   what   does  all   this   meanV     I 
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own  to  you  that  I  was  never  so  thoroughly  puzzled 
in  my  life." 

"  So  much  the  better.  The  confession  does  credit 
to  your  candour,  and  infinite  honour  to  my  inge- 
nuity. Help  yourself  to  a  glass  of  champagne,  and 
I  shall  tell  you  the  whole  story.  You  take  me  for 
a  philosopher,  doubtless  ?  " 

"Of  course  I  do." 

"  Then,  for  your  comfort  be  it  known  to  you, 
that  if  the  waiter  who  showed  you  in  is  not  better 
acquainted  with  natural  philosophy  than  I  am,  he 
is  a  disgrace  to  your  enlightened  city." 

"But  you  read  a  paper. yesterday,  at  the  Associa- 
tion?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  did ;  and  devilish  hard  work  it 
was  too !  A  duller  affair  than  it  was,  before  I 
inserted  the  elegant  allusions  to  the  ladies,  never 
emerged  from  a  cloister ;  and  even  my  impudence, 
which  is  supposed  to  be  tolerably  developed,  hardly 
sufficed  to  carry  me  through  the  string  of  poly- 
syllables with  which  the  learned  author  had  chosen 
to  garnish  his  discourse." 

"  Is  it  possible,"  said  I,  "  that  you  attempted  to 
palm  upon  the  British  Association,  adorned  as  it  is 
with  the  eminent  names  of  Brewster  and  others,  a 
paper  which  was  not  your  own  ?  " 

"  By  no  manner  of  means,"  replied  Stanley,  coolly 
lighting  a  cigar.  "  It  was  mine,  in  virtue  of  twenty 

s.s. — ii.  Y 
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guineas  which  I  paid  for  it ;   and  it  strikes  me  that 
it  was  a  confoundedly  dear  bargain." 

I  suppose  that  my  countenance  must  have  be- 
trayed my  astonishment  at  this  unblushing  avowal 
of  unparalleled  imposture,  for  Stanley  threw  himself 
back  upon  the  sofa  in  a  convulsion  of  laughter. 

"  Do  forgive  me,  Cameron  ! "  he  said  at  last ; 
"  but  I  really  could  not  help  it !  You  looked  as 
woe-begone  as  a  priest  receiving  a  confession  of 
murder." 

"I  do  not  know  what  you  may  think  of  it, 
Captain  Stanley,"  I  replied,  "  but  I  own  this  does 
appear  to  me  to  pass  the  limits  of  a  jest.  "\Vhat 
conceivable  object  you  could  have  in  passing  your- 
self off  to  the  most  eminent  men  of  Europe  as  one 
of  their  own  body " 

"  Is  precisely  the  very  thing  I  intend  to  tell  you, 
if  you  will  only  have  a  little  patience,"  said  the 
fictitious  Larkins.  "  You  may  be  sure  I  did  not 
run  the  risk  without  a  strong  motive.  In  brief, 
then,  I  am  in  love." 

"And,  pray,  what  has  love  to  do  with  the 
meetings  of  the  British  Association  ? " 

"  Oh,  far  more  than  you  think.  It  is  a  vulgar 
error  to  suppose  that  Cupid  has  any  abstract 
objection  to  spectacles.  But  I  see  I  must  relate 
my  whole  story.  Last  winter  we  were  quartered 
at  Bolton,  as  disgusting  a  manufacturing  place  as 
you  ever  happened  to  see — full  of  chimney-stalks, 
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factories,  and  all  manner  of  abominations,  but 
sanctified  henceforward  in  my  imagination  as  the 
birthplace  of  Lucy  Hawkins — a  very  handsome  and 
a  very  delightful  girl,  I  assure  you.  Her  father  is 
a  great  millowner ;  and  Lucy,  his  only  child,  was 
educated  in  London,  and  returned  to  the  parental 
home,  like  a  lily  transplanted  to  a — to  a " 

"  To  a  barrack-yard  ? "  I  suggested,  observing 
that  the  gallant  captain  halted  somewhat  in  his 
simile. 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Stanley  ;  "  however,  let  that 
pass.  I  saw  her,  and  fell  in  love  with  her.  Upon 
my  honour,  Cameron,  my  affection  was  as  dis- 
interested as  that  of  any  poor  devil  of  a  younger 
brother  can  be.  I  liked  her  well  enough  to  havo 
married  her,  before  I  knew  anything  about  her 
prospects ;  and  if  I  liked  her  still  better  after- 
wards, surely  there  was  no  harm  in  that?" 

"  None  in  the  world,"  said  I.  "  In  short,  you 
were  a  disinterested  dragoon." 

"  I  claim  no  merit  for  being  so,"  said  Stanley, 
modestly ;  "  as  I  am  sure  you  will  acknowledge 
when  you  see  Lucy.  Well,  I  seized  every  oppor- 
tunity of  meeting  her,  which  occurred  the  more 
often  as  she  visited  at  several  houses  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood to  which  I  had  introductions ;  made  lovo 
to  her  in  my  own  fashion ;  and  at  length  was 
fortunate  enough  to  discover  that  I  was  not  al- 
together an  object  of  indifference.  But  still  there 
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were  objections.  Lucy  frankly  told  me  that  my 
intellect  was  hardly  enough  cultivated  to  enable 
me  to  aspire  to  more  than  her  esteem.  Between 
ourselves,  Cameron,  she  is  a  good  deal  of  a  blue ! " 

"  The  devil  she  is  ! " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  acknowledge  the  fact,  but  it  is 
undeniable.  Probably  it  was  the  fault  of  her 
education.  Those  infernal  chemists,  geologists, 
and  mesmerists  are  the  curse  of  the  present  gen- 
eration ;  and  a  plain  fellow  like  myself,  who  stuck 
at  the  second  aorist,  and  never  crossed  the  pons 
asinorum,  has  no  chance  if  he  cannot  patter  their 
jargon.  For  my  part  I  wish  they  were  all  banished 
to  Siberia  !  That,  however,  might  have  been  got 
over ;  but  her  father,  when  he  learned  what  was 
going  on,  behaved  like  a  positive  brute.  Would 
you  believe  it,  Cameron?  he  had  the  insolence  to 
swear  that  no  locust  of  a  tax-eater,  as  he  politely 
chooses  to  designate  the  gentlemen  who  bear  her 
Majesty's  commission,  should  ever  enter  his  family; 
and,  in  short,  there  was  a  regular  blow-up." 

"And  what  followed?" 

"  The  usual  thing.  I  was  determined  not  to  give 
up  Lucy,  and  Lucy's  inclination  towards  me  was 
naturally  increased  by  her  father's  opposition.  We 
corresponded.  I  ventured  to  describe  the  charming 
nature  of  the  scenery  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Gretna  Green,  with  a  view  to  induce  Lucy  to  visit 
that  enchanting  retreat ;  but  she  was  as  obstinate 


THE   RAID    OF   AKNABOLL.  133 

as  the  Duke  of  Wellington  in  reply  to  an  application 
for  further  leave  of  absence.  She  declared,  more- 
over, that  she  would  never  marry  me,  even  with 
her  father's  consent,  unless  I  won  a  name  either  in 
literature  or  science,  which,  in  my  case,  seemed  as 
hopeless  a  task  as  though  she  had  required  me  to 
ascend  to  the  top  of  the  Himalaya  Mountains.  I 
tried  to  convince  her  that  such  pursuits  were 
utterly  incompatible  with  my  profession ;  where- 
upon she  desired  me  to  achieve  fame  under  any 
name  I  chose  $  but  that,  unless  I  achieved  it,  I 
must  give  up  hopes  of  her  for  ever." 

"  I  begin  now  to  see  my  way.  That  accounts 
for  Larkins?" 

"  Partially.  Hearing  of  this  scientific  meeting, 
as  they  call  it,  I  got  an  old  schoolfellow  of  mine — 
an  Oxford  man — who  is  rather  out  at  elbows,  to 
write  a  paper  upon  some  out-of-the-way  subject; 
came  down  here ;  enrolled  myself  as  a  member ; 
and  actually  read  it !  I  should  tell  you,  though, 
that  I  knew  Lucy  was  to  be  here.  Her  father,  who 
is  now,  by  purchase,  a  Highland  proprietor,  is  to 
arrive  in  Edinburgh  to-morrow  or  next  day  :  Lucy 
took  advantage  of  a  friend's  invitation  to  be  a 
witness  of  my  scientific  debut." 

"  How  did  you  acquit  yourself  under  these  trying 
circumstances  ?  " 

"Decently,  I  think — the  papers  say  admirably. 
I  went  at  it  as  I  would  go  at  a  fiv^-bar  gate,  for 
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I  knew  that  it  was  neck-or-nothing.  You  can't 
conceive  the  agony  I  have  been  in  for  this  last 
week  !  All  sorts  of  fellows,  foreign  and  domestic, 
fancy  me  a  prodigy  of  learning ;  and  I  have  actually 
been  asked  to  state  my  opinion  as  to  the  probable 
origin  of  the  moon  ! " 

"Did  you  do  it?" 

"  My  better  angel  prevented  me  from  committing 
myself  to  the  green-cheese  hypothesis  !  But  seri- 
ously, Cameron,  my  meeting  with  you  is  the  most 
fortunate  accident  of  my  life.  If  you  do  not  help 
me  now,  all  that  I  have  gone  through  is  worse  than 
labour  lost." 

"  Tell  me  how  I  can  assist  you.  But  at  present 
it  baffles  my  comprehension  to  understand  how  I 
can  be  of  the  slightest  use." 

"  Touch  the  bell,  like  a  good  fellow,  will  you  ? 
We  shall  talk  this  matter  over  a  glass  of  cold 
brandy-and-water.  You  see  old  Hawkins — Macdufi 
Hawkins  as  he  calls  himself,  in  right  of  his  grand- 
mother— is  going  north  presently  to  take  possession 
of  a  Highland  property  which  he  has  just  purchased. 
Free  Trade  knocked  the  last  proprietor  on  the  head. 
Well,  sir,  it  is  indispensable  for  my  plans  that  some 
one  should  accompany  him  thither;  and  you  are 
the  identical  individual  whom  I  wish  to  enlist  in 
the  service." 

"  My  dear  Stanley !  what  can  I  do  ?" 

"  Everything.     In  the  first  place,  you  will  have 
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sublime  shooting — for  so  they  tell  me — and  as  much 
liquor  as  you  can  set  your  face  to.  In  the  second 
place,  you  will  go  along  with  Lucy,  which  is  a  privi- 
lege that  I  would  not  accord  to  every  one.  In  the 
third  place,  I  want  you  to  be  there,  for,  unless 
you  are,  the  whole  of  my  scheme  will  miscarry." 

"  But  you  forget — I  never  saw  this  Mr  Macduff 
Hawkins  ! " 

"  That  is  no  obstacle,  if  you  will  be  guided  by 
me.  To-morrow  you  shall  enrol  yourself  as  a 
member  of  the  British  Association.  On  the  next 
day  you  shall  read  a  statistical  paper  in  one  of  the 
sections.  Hawkins  will  be  there ;  and  if  you  act 
according  to  my  suggestions,  you  will  not  only 
gain  immortal  renown,  but  have  a  couple  of  months' 
stupendous  fun,  and  eternally  oblige  your  humble 
servant  into  the  bargain." 

I  need  hardly  detail  the  rest  of  our  conversation. 
MY  weakness,  from  boyhood,  has  always  been  a 
yielding  to  the  impulses  of  eccentricity,  and  be- 
fore the  gallant  captain  and  I  parted  that  evening, 
he  entirely  succeeded  in  gaining  me  over.  On  ex- 
planation, it  turned  out  that  he  and  half-a-dozen  of 
his  friends  hud  taken  an  extensive  shooting  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  estate  which  Mr  Macduff  Hawkins 
had  purchased,  in  the  remotest  part  of  Ross-shire, 
and  that  they  intended  perpetrating  a  jest,  for  the 
sake  of  Stanley,  which  I  could  not  but  acknowledge 
as  singularly  facetious,  provided  it  could  be  put 
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into  execution.  What  remorse  of  conscience  I  felt 
in  becoming  a  party  to  the  conspiracy — for  such  it 
undoubtedly  was — was  partly  stifled  by  the  consid- 
eration that  everything  is  fair  in  love ;  partly  by 
the  assurance  that  old  Hawkins  was  a  thorough 
democrat  and  Free-Trader,  a  representation  which 
made  me  feel  the  less  compunction  for  aiding  and 
abetting  in  any  scheme  which  might  defeat  his 
declared  intention  of  marrying  his  daughter  to  a 
notorious  bill-broker,  who  was  supposed  to  have 
an  eye  to  Parliament ;  partly  by  a  natural  and  na- 
tional disgust  that  a  millowner,  who  had  been  party 
to  the  intrigues  which  have  resulted  in  the  ruin 
of  many  of  our  old  Scottish  families,  should  take 
advantage  of  that  political  error  by  superseding  an 
ancient  and  an  honoured  name ;  and  partly  by  the 
mixture  of  flattery  and  fluids  which  the  Captain 
adroitly  administered.  I  can  understand  a  man 
offering  resistance  to  the  single,  but  not  to  the 
combined  influence.  Besides,  I  liked  Stanley,  who 
was,  in  reality,  as  fine  a  fellow  as  ever  mounted 
epaulettes  ;  and  before  I  left  him,  I  had  entered 
heart  and  soul  into  the  business  ;  and  was  as  n-aily 
to  aid  liim  in  carrying  off  his  ladye-love,  as  though 
he  had  been  a  Christian  Spanish  knight,  old  Haw- 
kins an  unbelieving  Moor,  his  daughter  a  Xara  or 
Xariffa,  with  a  secret  hankering  for  baptism,  and  I 
myself  a  Palmer,  sworn  to  do  my  utmost  towards 
assisting  all  secessions  from  Heathenesse. 


THE    RAID    OF    AKNABOLL.  137 


CHAPTER    II. 

When  you  step  into  a  shower-bath,  it  is  the 
wisest  course  to  pull  the  string  immediately.  If 
you  hesitate,  imagination,  which  is  rather  a  cow- 
ardly faculty,  rushes  upon  you  with  a  whole  army 
cf  horrors,  magnifying  the  passing  shower  to  the 
dimensions  of  a  perfect  deluge  ;  whereas,  by  adopt- 
ing the  contrary  method,  the  shock  is  over  in  an 
instant. 

Acting  upon  this  principle,  I  lost  no  time  in  pre- 
paring my  paper  for  the  Association.  I  flatter  my- 
self that  it  was  a  remarkably  good  one.  I  selected 
for  my  subject  the  intemperate  habits  of  the  people  ; 
and  by  referring  to  the  revenue  returns,  and  the 
tables  of  excise,  I  procured  a  tolerably  accurate 
account  of  the  number  of  gallons  of  every  kind  of 
liquor  annually  distilled  and  consumed.  To  divide 
the  ascertained  quantity  among  the  population  as 
given  by  the  last  census,  was  a  simple  calcula- 
tion, and  the  result  was  harrowing  in  the  extreme. 
Next  I  proceeded  to  calculate  the  outlay  which  was 
occasioned  thereby,  and  announced  the  startling 
proposition,  that  if  no  fluid  of  any  kind  except 
water  should  be  consumed  within  this  or  any  other 
country,  the  savings  of  the  people  would  be  very 
materially  augmented.  I  blinked,  of  course,  the 
revenue  question  altogether,  for  there  really  was 
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no  call  upon  me  to  assist  Sir  Charles  Wood  l>y 
contributing  the  materials  for  a  budget ;  and  I  said 
nothing  whatever  regarding  the  future  prospects  of 
the  brewers.  Papers  of  this  kind  are  very  valuable. 
Take,  for  example,  the  article  of  tobacco — divide  the 
quantity  imported  among  the  existing  population, 
and  you  have  no  idea  what  an  immense  deal  of 
precocious  depravity  will  be  evolved.  The  result 
will  show  that  even  children  under  five  years  of  age 
smoke  pigtail  and  snuff  macabaa,  with  a  persever- 
ance which  is  truly  bewildering.  Even  the  ladies 
are  accused  of  contributing  to  the  revenue  by  tho 
consumption  of  the  narcotic  weed. 

I  took  care  to  infuse  the  proper  proportion  of 
pathos  into  the  peroration,  which  was  composed  in 
a  melancholy  and  martyrlike  tone,  with  long-drawn 
cadences  suggestive  of  the  fruitless  struggles  of  the 
writer  against  the  surrounding  tide  of  indifference 
and  iniquity.  I  was  very  well  received  by  my 
audience.  Several  ladies  were  observed  to  have 
recourse  to  their  handkerchiefs ;  and  one  stout, 
pudgy,  bald-headed  individual,  who  sate  on  a  bench 
immediately  in  front  of  me,  honoured  my  remarks 
with  a  series  of  approving  bows,  which  might  have 
done  honour  to  a  Chinese  mandarin.  When  the 
stance  was  over,  he  requested  the  honour  of  an  in- 
troduction to  the  gifted  lecturer,  and  I  presently 
found  myself  engaged  in  conversation  with  Mr 
Macduff  Hawkins. 
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Profiting  by  the  opportunity,  I  offered  my  services 
as  a  cicerone,  in  case  Mr  Hawkins  should  desire 
to  inspect  any  of  the  objects  of  interest  in  the  city, 
among  which  I  casually  mentioned  Queen  Mary's 
apartments  at  Holyrood,  Moray  House,  arid  the 
Kegalia  ;  but  I  was  instantly  apprised  of  my  error. 

"  No,  no !  none  of  that  rubbish  for  me,  young 
gentleman  ! "  said  Mr  Hawkins.  "  What  good  can 
any  one  get  from  looking  at  a  parcel  of  fusty  rooms, 
or  a  few  trashy  pebbles  exhibited  in  a  glass-case  ? 
Thank  heaven !  there  is  no  nonsense  of  romance 
about  me — I  like  to  stick  to  realities." 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  Mr  Hawkins " 

"  Macduff  Hawkins,  if  you  please.  I  am  not  in 
the  least  ashamed  of  my  name.  Believe  it  has  been 
rather  creditably  known  in  this  part  of  the  world, 
even  before  you  or  I  were  born — eh  ?  " 

"  Unquestionably,"  I  replied.  "  The  name  you 
bear  is  dear  to  the  heart  of  every  Scotsman.  Wo 
have  not  forgotten  the  stroke  that  freed  us  from  the 
thraldom  of  Macbeth,  nor  the  privileges  of  the  clan 
Macduff." 

"  Upon  my  word,  sir,  I  am  infinitely  delighted  to 
hear  you  say  so.  I  always  liked  the  Scotch  people. 
They  are  thrifty,  shrewd,  and  industrious  ;  though, 
as  you  very  properly  remarked,  too  much  addicted 
to  the  use  of  ardent  spirits.  After  all,  I  think  wo 
may  as  well  have  a  look  at  the  Regalia.  Are  they 
very  old?" 


140  TALES    FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  The  diadem,"  said  I,  with  a  slight,  but  I  hopo 
pardonable,  deviation  from  historical  fidelity,  "is 
the  same  which  your  great  ancestor  placed  upon 
the  brows  of  Malcolm  Canmore  at  the  memorable 
coronation  of  Scone." 

"  Bless  my  soul,  you  don't  say  so !  I  really  must 
make  a  point  of  seeing  it.  I  would  rather  have 
asked  you  to  take  me  through  the  prisons  and  the 
poorhouse,  as  being  more  in  my  line;  but  since 
you  say  that  these  things  are  worth  looking  at,  we'll 
go  there  at  once.  I  trust  you  will  dine  with  us  to- 
day ;  and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  introducing 
you  to  Miss  Macduft'  Hawkins." 

It  soon  became  evident  to  me  that  Hawkins  was 
in  that  peculiar  position  which  the  Free -Trade 
papers  persist  in  attributing  to  agriculture — viz.,  a 
state  of  transition.  He  was  still  under  the  influence 
of  his  old  habits  and  notions,  which  inclined  him  to 
attach  no  importance  whatever  to  birth,  rank,  or 
indeed  anything  beyond  the  possession  of  actual 
wealth,  and  to  treat  with  ridicule  all  associations 
connected  with  the  glory  of  bygone  ages.  At  the 
same  time,  the  discovery  that  he  was  a  Macduflf, 
and  the  knowledge  that  he  was  a  Highland  proprie- 
tor, and  perhaps  a  chief,  began  insensibly  to  affect 
his  views,  and  to  give  his  mind  a  contrary  bias. 
How  was  it  possible  for  any  man,  with  the  blood 
of  Macduff  in  his  veins,  "  the  real  genuine  article, 
and  no  mistake,"  as  Mr  Hawkins  confidentially  re- 
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marked,  not  to  glory  in  the  fame  of  his  ancestor? 
I  verily  believe  that  if  any  one  had  asked  him  at 
that  time  for  a  subscription  towards  repairing  Shake- 
speare's house  at  Stratford,  he  would  willingly  have 
loosened  his  purse  -  strings,  in  gratitude  to  the 
author  of  "Macbeth."  We  ail  know  how  rapidly 
individual  feelings  are  generalised,  how  tolerant  we 
become  to  others,  in  respect  of  weaknesses  which 
beset  ourselves.  It  is  therefore  no  wonder  if  Mr 
Macduff  Hawkins  was  already  on  the  highway  to 
becoming  an  aristocrat. 

For  my  part,  I  had  no  intention  whatever  of 
standing  between  him  and  reformation.  I  prefer  a 
feudal  baron  to  a  modern  millocrat,  and  I  don't  care 
who  knows  it.  Not  that  Mercurius  Trismegistus 
himself  could  have  made  a  decent  baron  out  of 
Hawkins,  unless  he  had  boiled  him  down  altogether, 
like  ^Eson  or  Lord  Soulis,  but  it  is  always  some- 
thing to  excite  a  tendency  ;  and  surely  it  is  infinite- 
ly better  for  a  fifteen-stone  manufacturer,  with  no 
end  of  credit  at  his  banker's,  to  cultivate  a  decent 
respect  for  antiquity,  than  to  countenance  doctrines 
which,  if  practically  applied,  would  inevitably  lead, 
at  some  time  or  other,  to  his  forcible  elevation  to  a 
lamp-post.  I  therefore  considered  it  my  bounden 
duty,  as  a  Christian  and  a  philanthropist,  to  ekvato 
the  notions  of  Mr  Hawkins,  which  I  did  through 
the  agreeable  medium  of  most  unhomceopathic  doses 
of  homage  to  the  glories  of  Macduff.  In  my  hands 
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that  venerable  stem  sent  forth  buds,  and  leaves,  and 
flowers,  with  a  rapidity  and  luxuriance  which  might 
have  excited  the  envy  of  a  Hindoo  conjuror,  wlu-ii 
attempting  to  rear  an  extempore  mango-tree ;  and  I 
trust  that  Messrs  Meyer  and  Mortimer  have  a  grate- 
ful remembrance  of  the  magnificent  order  for  Mac- 
duff  tartan  which  I  was  the  means  of  procuring.  A 
slight  tinge  of  native  modesty  made  Mr  Hawkins 
hesitate  in  his  choice  between  the  trews  and  the 
kilt ;  but  the  sight  of  a  magnificent  sporran,  silver- 
mounted,  with  immense  cairngorms,  decided  the 
question  in  favour  of  the  primitive  garb,  which  is 
presumed  to  have  been  the  favourite  of  Gaul.  I 
next  inquired  into  the  state  of  his  preparation  for 
the  moors,  which  I  found  unsatisfactory  in  the 
extreme ;  in  fact,  Hawkins's  sporting  experiences 
had  been  limited  to  a  single  day's  shooting  in  a 
rabbit-warren,  and  he  had  no  idea  whatever  of  any 
other  kind  of  field  exercise.  Of  course,  I  put  him 
into  the  hands  of  Dickson,  who,  with  his  usual 
promptitude,  supplied  him  with  first-rate  artillery ; 
and  through  the  mediation  of  the  same  excellent 
individual,  Mr  Hawkins  became  the  possessor  of 
three  undeniable  pointers.  An  invitation  to  Ross- 
shire  followed  as  a  matter  of  course ;  indeed,  by 
this  time,  Hawkins  evidently  regarded  me,  not- 
withstanding the  disparity  of  our  ages,  as  a  kind 
of  Caledonian  Mentor,  without  whose  advice  and 
assistance  he  would  inevitably  be  precipitated  into 


THE    RAID    OF    ARXABOLL.  143 

a  sea  of  troubles  ;  and  I  had  not  the  heart  to  decline 
his  offer. 

The  dinner  went  off  very  well.  The  two  philo- 
sophers who  were  my  fellow-guests  said  little,  but 
ate  a  great  deal ;  their  taciturnity  being  possibly 
attributable  to  the  fact  that  they  were  not  extreme- 
ly conversant  with  any  other  languages  than  their 
own,  which,  being  respectively  the  dialects  of  Fin- 
land and  Bessarabia,  were  not  quite  so  intelligible 
to  us  as  Mr  Dickens's  l  Household  Words.'  Lucy 
Hawkins  I  liked  extremely.  Her  cerulean  tinge 
was  of  a  kind  which  would  easily  wear  off  after 
marriage,  especially  if  she  had  the  good  fortune  to 
be  united  to  a  man  like  Stanley ;  and  even  as  it 
was,  I  cannot  say  that  I  found  her  conversation  at 
all  disagreeable.  In  botany,  indeed,  she  bothered 
me  a  little,  by  designating  certain  vegetable  pro- 
ductions by  those  names  which  one  finds  elaborately 
inscribed  on  slips  of  zinc  in  conservatories  ;  but  two 
can  play  at  that  game  ;  and  I  flatter  myself  that  the 
Homeric  heroes  figured  as  much  to  their  advantage 
in  my  discourse  upon  the  Linneean  system,  as  they 
ever  did  when  rushing  about  in  chariots  on  the 
plain  of  the  Troad.  I  said  little  or  nothing  about 
Lurkins,  considering  it  wise  in  the  meantime  to 
preserve  the  appearance  of  total  ignorance  as  to 
that  transaction  ;  but  I  came  out  strong  upon  the 
Highlands,  quoted  at  least  one-half  of  the  'Lady  of 
the  Lake/  and  told  as  many  original  anecdotes  about 
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Rob  Roy  as  would  have  made  the  fortune  of  a  Son- 
nachie.  We  parted  great  friends. 

I  looked  in  on  my  way  home  upon  Stanley,  and 
to  my  surprise,  found  him  in  close  confabulation 
with  a  couple  of  Celtic  chairmen,  whom  I  had 
known  from  my  youth  upwards.  They  were  excel- 
lent specimens  of  that  invaluable  class  of  men, 
whose  sen-ices  may  be  procured  at  a  reasonable 
rate  in  every  case  of  emergency,  and  who  will,  at  a 
pinch,  permit  railway  shares  to  be  transferred  in 
their  names  as  readily  as  they  would  shoulder  a 
portmanteau.  The  pah*  whom  I  now  beheld  were 
leading  characters  in  their  line.  One  of  them  had 
been  known  to  enact  the  Dugald  Creature,  when 
the  usual  representative  of  that  character  was  suf- 
fering from  a  nervous  affection  ;  and  the  other  had 
for  several  years  carried  off  the  principal  prizes  at 
the  Northern  Meeting,  for  his  unparalleled  displays 
of  agility  in  dancing  over  a  couple  of  claymores. 

"  Now,  my  lads — I  hope  you  perfectly  understand 
me  ?  "  said  Stanley,  as  I  entered. 

"  A'  richt,  your  honour,"  replied  the  Dugald  Crea- 
ture, with  a  leer  of  extreme  intelligence.  "  We'se 
do  your  bidding  weel.  I'll  see  to  the  dirks  and 
sporrans,  and  Sandie  will  look  after  the  rest." 

"  Dirks  and  sporrans ! "  said  I,  when  the  Gaels 
had  departed  after  the  usual  propitiatory  caulker. 
"  Why,  my  dear  Stanley,  are  you  going  to  get  up 
Rob  Roy  on  your  own  account?" 
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(<  Something  like  it,  I  confess,  as  yon  may  after- 
wards have  reason  to  acknowledge.  But  tell  me — 
lio\v  did  you  get  on  with  Hawkins?" 

"  Nothing  could  be  better.  I  have  just  left  him, 
and  on  Wednesday  we  start  for  the  north." 

"  On  Wednesday  !  Then  I  have  no  time  to  lose. 
And  Lucy — what  do  you  think  of  her?" 

"  The  most  fascinating  creature  I  ever  saw  ! " 

"  I  say,  Cameron — I  hope  you  will  recollect  you 
are  on  honour  with  me.  No  flirtation,  if  you  please, 
in  that  quarter." 

"  You  may  consider  yourself  perfectly  safe :  I 
am  more  than  half  engaged  already.  Besides,  what 
chance  could  I  have  against  a  dashing  captain  of 
dragoons  ?  " 

"  That's  true,"  remarked  Stanley. 

It  may  appear  rather  odd,  but  if  anything  could 
have  tempted  me  to  enter  the  lists  of  love  against 
tliis  son  of  Mars,  it  would  have  been  the  entirely 
acquiescent  tone  in  which  he  confirmed  my  last 
suggestion.  However,  I  dismissed  the  impulse. 

"  You  must  prepare  yourself  to  find  old  Hawkins 
an  altered  man,"  said  I.  "  He  is  already  wild  about 
the  clans,  and  as  patriarchal  in  his  notions  as  the 
venerable  Parr.  I  shall  not  be  in  the  least  sur- 
1  if,  before  the  year  is  out,  he  should  be  put 
upon  his  trial  for  an  attempt  to  subvert  the  House 
of  Hanover." 

"What  !— dees  he  take  to  it  so  readily?" 

— IT.  Z 
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"  I  wish  you  heard  him  on  the  subject  of  Philip- 
haugh  ! "  said  I.  "  He  woke  this  morning  in  bliss- 
ful unconsciousness  of  the  existence  of  any  such 
locality,  but  I  left  him  about  an  hour  ago,  raging 
at  the  Covenanters  like  a  wild  boar.  Bless  your 
heart — before  he's  a  week  older,  he'll  believe  iu  the 
authenticity  of  Ossian  ! " 

"  First-rate !  I  only  hope  he  may  not  descend 
too  soon  to  realities," 

"Keep  your  mind  quite  easy.  He  knows  no 
more  about  the  Highlands  than  did  George  IV. 
He  has  some  vague  notions  touching  tartans,  and 
gatherings,  and  pibrochs ;  nothing  more.  At  the 
same  time,  I  don't  think  he  would  be  at  all  aston- 
ished if,  some  fine  morning,  the  M'Intoshes  and 
M'Tavishes  were  to  take  a  fancy  for  holding  a 
pitched  battle  on  his  estate." 

"Faith,  he  might  find  himself  in  an  awkward  fix 
could  such  a  circumstance  really  occur ! " 

"  Not  a  whit  of  it !  He  has  implicit  confidence  in 
the  privileges  of  the  clan  Macduff." 

"  The  deuce  he  has  !  Really,  Cameron,  you  have 
a  great  deal  to  answer  for." 

"My  conscience  is  quite  easy  on  that  score — I 
am  only  obeying  orders.  And  that  reminds  me 
that  if  you  have  anything  further  to  say,  or  any  in- 
structions to  give,  you  had  better  be  quick  about  it. 
In  three  days  from  the  present  time,  his  font  will  bo 
nn  his  native  heath,  and  liis  name  will  br  Macduffl" 
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%t  \Vell,  I  don't  know  that  I  have  anything  further 
of  importance  to  communicate.  You  know  the  lead- 
ing features  of  our  plan.  We  reserve  actual  opera- 
tions until  we  meet  upon  the  Macduff  territory. 
However,  if  you  should  chance  on  your  way  thither 
to  fall  in  with  any  singular  specimens  of  the  Gael 
whose  countenances  may  seem  to  resemble  those  of 
the  two  respectable  individuals  who  have  just  left 
this  apartment,  you  need  not  give  way  to  any 
bursts  of  ecstatic  surprise.  I  believe  there  is  usu- 
ally an  emigration  of  the  chairmen  to  the  north- 
wards about  this  season  of  the  year." 

"  I  understand.  Then  I  may  expect  the  appari- 
tion of  Dugald  or  his  friend  Sandie  to  cross  our 
path." 

"  I  look  upon  such  a  phenomenon  as  far  from  im- 
probable," replied  the  Captain.  "  And  now,  if  you 
please,  let  us  drink  success  to  the  conspiracy." 

Two  days  afterwards,  the  Hawkins  family  and 
I  were  in  Glasgow.  I  had  anticipated  a  relapse 
on  the  part  of  the  worthy  Thane  as  he  approached 
this  busy  mart  of  industry,  and  was  not  quite  easy 
in  my  mind  as  to  the  effect  which  the  stupendous 
spectacle  of  the  St  Kollox  stalk  might  have  in  dis- 
pelling his  dreams  of  feudalism.  I  remembered  the 
history  of  the  French  emigrant  baron,  who,  when  re- 
stored to  his  paternal  estates,  could  find  no  peace 
of  mind  unless  he  occupied  himself  several  hours 
L-ai-h  day  in  the  pungent  tusk  of  twisting  tobacco, 
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the  occupation  which  had  cheered  his  exile  ;  and 
I  half  expected  that  Mr  Hawkins  would  inhale 
from  the  thick  atmosphere  of  the  western  metrop- 
olis certain  atomic  particles  of  his  old  inspiration. 
For  once  I  was  entirely  wrong.  On  the  shrine  of 
St  Rollox  he  offered  no  incense,  neither  did  he 
condescend  to  honour  a  single  manufactory  by  a 
visit  He  expressed,  however,  a  wish  to  inspect 
the  venerable  cathedral  of  St  Mungo  ;  and  Lucy, 
who  was  then  romantically  disposed,  would  have 
had  no  objection  to  a  stroll  through  the  dreary 
shrubs  of  the  Necropolis  ;  but  as  the  hour  was 
late,  I  gave  my  vote  against  archaeology  and  senti- 
ment, and  my  friends  acquiesced  in  the  decision. 

Of  our  voyage  next  day  I  need  say  nothing. 
Every  one  who  has  sailed  down  the  Clyde  knows 
the  magnificent  scenery  which  renders  this,  per- 
haps, the  finest  estuary  of  Britain  ;  and  old  Haw- 
kins began  to  distend  his  nostrils,  and  assume  an 
aspect  of  savage  pride,  as,  below  Dumbarton,  ho 
caught  the  first  glimpse  of  the  Highland  moun- 
tains, which  rise  up  to  meet  the  clouds  from  the 
beautiful  shores  of  Loch  Lomond.  Then  came 
Rothesay  with  its  lovely  bay,  Loch  Riddan,  and 
the  Kyles  of  Bute ;  and  towards  mid-day  we  wore 
gliding  along  the  Crinan  Canal,  which  traverses 
the  isthmus  dividing  Loch  Fine  from  the  western 
seas.  Again  we  got  on  board  the  steamer,  and 
ploughed  our  way  along  the  verge  of  Corryvreckan 
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(at  that  time  peculiarly  spiritless,  as  the  weather 
was  very  calm),  and  so  on,  through  the  channels 
and  sounds  of  the  Hebrides — a  route  which  should 
be  followed  by  every  tourist  who  has  really  a  mind 
to  explore  the  most  sublime  and  least  hackneyed 
portions  of  the  Highland  scenery.  The  steamer 
was,  of  course,  tolerably  well  filled  with  sports- 
men, drovers,  and  scenery -hunters — the  latter  of 
all  nations,  from  the  inquisitive  Yankee  to  the 
phlegmatic  German  ;  and,  altogether,  the  voyage 
was  far  from  disagreeable.  We  dropped  most  of 
our  travelling  companions  at  the  ports  where  the 
vessel  touched,  and  on  the  second  morning  (rather 
a  drizzly  and  uncomfortable  one,  by  the  way)  the 
steam  was  let  off  opposite  Portnacreesh,  which  was 
the  appointed  haven  of  our  destiny.  A  bull-headed 
boat,  pitching  awfully  in  the  swell,  and  manned  by 
two  unintelligible  natives,  came  alongside,  and  into 
this  Mr  and  Miss  Hawkins,  along  with  myself,  the- 
pointers,  luggage,  and  Hawkins's  valet-de-chambre, 
an  elderly  and  comatose  individual,  who  answered 
to  the  name  of  Cager,  were  lowered,  fortunately 
with  less  than  the  usual  complement  of  accidents. 
The  steam  was  shut  off,  the  boatmen  resumed  their 
oars,  and,  after  receiving  a  thorough  aspersion  from 
the  waves,  against  which  the  boat  persisted  in 
bumping  in  the  most  obstinate  manner,  we  wrro 
all  transferred  to  the  slippery  heap  of  rocks,  over- 
grown with  tangle  and  studded  with  limpets,  which 
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constitutes  the  jetty  of  Portnacreesh.  I  managed 
to  convey  Lucy  in  safety  over  this  treacherous  path, 
which  resembled  a  submarine  causeway  heaved  up 
by  the  effect  of  an  earthquake ;  but  Hawkins,  who 
was  taking  a  somewhat  premature  topographical 
survey,  instead  of  looking  to  his  feet,  chanced  to 
troad  upon  one  of  those  masses  of  maritime  jelly 
which  the  philosophers  designate  Medusas,  and  in 
consequence  performed  the  antique  custom  of  salut- 
ing the  new-found  shore.  I  presume  he  accepted 
the  omen,  though  at  the  expense  of  his  kerseymeres, 
which  were  split  across  at  either  knee. 

Scarcely  had  he  recovered  from  this  accident, 
when  the  voice  of  Cager,  who  had  been  left  in 
charge  of  the  luggage,  was  heard  entreating  for 
assistance.  I  hurried  back,  and  found  him  in  deep 
debate  with  the  Gael,  who  peremptorily  refused  to 
allow  a  single  portmanteau  to  be  lifted  ashore  until 
their  demands,  amounting  to  "  a  kinua,"  were  satis- 
fied. Although  a  conscientious  appraiser  would 
scarcely  have  valued  the  fee -simple  of  their  boat 
at  the  money,  it  did  not  appear  to  me,  jnd^-ini;- 
from  the  rarity  of  the  traffic  at  Portnacreesh,  that 
they  were  demanding  much  more  than  double  their 
proper  fare ;  so,  after  a  protracted  wrangle,  I  com- 
promised matters  by  the  surrender  of  four  half- 
crowns,  and  left  Cager  to  follow  us  to  the  inn — 
which,  with  two  fishers'  cottages,  constitutes  the 
whole  of  the  (.'larhan — at  his  leisure. 
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CHAPTER    III 

The  landlord  of  the  inn  at  Portnacreesh  may  be 
a  very  agreeable  fellow,  but  I  never  saw  him  ;  and 
I  doubt  much  whether  any  person  else  was  ever 
admitted  to  an  interview.  The  superintending 
genius  of  the  place  was  a  small  smoke-dried  wo- 
man, who  uttered  her  few  Saxon  vocables  with  a 
shrill  scream  ;  and  under  her  orders  was  a  biped 
with  bleached  hair,  from  the  length  of  whose  petti- 
coat it  was  to  be  presumed  that  she  appertained  to 
the  gentler  sex.  Out  of  doors  there  wandered  an 
individual  who  might  possibly,  upon  occasion,  be 
intrusted  with  the  custody  of  a  shelty,  but  at  pres- 
ent his  mind  seemed  to  be  occupied  with  only  one 
idea ;  for,  in  answer  to  the  inquiries  made  by  Mi- 
Hawkins  and  myself  as  to  the  possibility  of  our 
procuring  a  vehicle  to  continue  our  route,  only  one 
response  was  vouchsafed — "  A  penny  to  puy  to- 
bacco!" 

"Well ! "  said  Mr  Hawkins,  "  I  must  confess  that 
tliis  is  not  a  very  agreeable  "introduction  to  the  land 
of  the  Gael.  Sublime  scenery,  no  doubt ;  only  I 
wisli  it  would  not  rain  so,  and  that  one  could  grt 
a  glimpse  <>f  the  mountains!  I  want  lnvakfast  too, 
and  1  wish  to  know  how  we  aiv  to  _"•<•!  it." 

To  say  the  truth,  the  same  idi-u  was  painfully 
preying  on  my  vitals.  From  the  appearai: 
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the  place,  and  the  total  absence  of  any  vestiges 
of  poultry,  I  concluded  in  my  own  raind  that  oat- 
cakes and  whiskey  were  the  only  probable  refresh- 
ments at  hand  ;  and  a  conference  with  Mrs  M'lvor, 
the  landlady,  settled  all  doubts  on  the  subject. 

"Three  muckle  brutes  o'  Sassenachs  had  eaten 
them  out  o'  house  and  hame  yesterday.  Naething 
less  wad  serve  them  than  the  end  of  a  braw  mutton- 
ham,  and  that  they  had  pykit  to  the  bane.  They 
gaed  aff  this  morning  afore  the  steamer  cam,  and 
took  the  hail  o'  the  bannocks  wi'  them!" 

"  But,  my  good  woman,  we  positively  must  have 
something  to  eat." 

"Weel!  I'm  no  forbidding  ye,  but  whare  am  I 
to  find  it  ?  There's  no  a  herring  in  the  loch,  and  a' 
the  lads  are  casting  peats." 

"But,  my  dear  lady,"  interposed  Mr  Hawkins, 
in  a  conciliatory  tone,  rather  interrupted  by  a  cough 
engendered  by  the  eddies  of  smoke  which  somehow 
or  other  would  not  ascend  the  chimney,  "don't  y«m 
think  you  could  get  us  a  nice  mutton-chop,  or  some- 
thing of  the  sort?  I  assure  you  we  are  not  at  ,-fll 
particular." 

"  Muttin  ?  "  vociferated  Mrs  M'lvor,  "  and  whare 
am  I  to  get  muttin?  There's  nane  nearer  than 
Oban  that  hasna  the  wool  on't.  Gin  ye  wanted 
muttin,  ye  suld  hae  bided  at  Glasco." 

"Good  heavens!  Mr  Cameron,"  t?nid  Hawkins, 
"  what  is  to  become  of  us  ?  I  thought  this  \ 
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country  chokeful  of  grouse,  venison,  and  salmon, 
not  to  mention  snipes  and  other  wild-fowls,  and  it 
appears  absolutely  inevitable  that  we  are  to  perish 
of  hunger ! " 

I  was  fortunately  relieved  from  the  necessity  of 
entering  my  protest  against  the  recognition  of 
Portnacreesh  as  the  proper  sample  of  Highland 
hospitality  and  comfort,  by  the  appearance  of  Mr 
Cager,  who,  in  the  extremity  of  his  famine,  had 
been  prowling  through  the  out -houses,  and  had 
discovered  a  jaunting-car,  strong  enough,  as  he 
averred,  to  carry  us  to  our  journey's  end,  provided 
a  pony  was  attainable.  Moreover,  the  said  Cager 
had  descried,  under  the  body  of  the  vehicle,  a  brood 
of  well -grown  ducklings,  two  of  which  he  had 
incontinently  seized,  no  withstanding  the  frantic 
struggles  of  their  foster-mother  the  hen,  and  he 
now  exhibited  their  bodies  as  lawful  spoil  Mrs 
M'lvor  was  at  first  inclined  to  cry  the  coronach 
over  her  perished  pouts,  but  yielding  ultimately 
to  the  force  of  circumstances,  and  Mr  Hawkins's 
liberal  offers  of  reimbursement,  she  earned  them 
off  to  the  brander.  Cager  then  assured  us  that 
the  house  was  not  quite  so  unfrequented  as  we 
supposed,  seeing  that  a  Highland  gentleman,  with 
a  very  odd  name,  which  he  could  not  venture  to 
ivpeat,  was  at  that  moment  refreshing  himself  in 
an  upper  chamber ;  at  least  so  he  conjectured,  from 
the  circumstance  that  three  .several  pewter  measures 
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li;i'l  l)ccn  carried  upstairs  by  the  Hebe  since  our 
arrival. 

Mr  Hawkins  immediately  proposed  that  we  should 
wait  upon  this  mysterious  gentleman ;  and,  as  the 
case  was  one  of  urgency,  I  agreed.  Ascending  the 
stair,  we  knocked  at  an  unpainted  door,  and  received 
a  guttural  permission  to  enter.  At  a  deal  table, 
garnished  with  a  glass  and  sundry  noggins,  sate  a 
brawny  Colt,  arrayed  from  head  to  foot  in  a  suit  of 
resplendent  tartans,  the  colour  of  which  matched 
perfectly  with  the  fiery  tinge  of  his  hair.  Though 
alone,  he  had  stuck  his  dirk  into  the  table,  seem- 
ingly as  a  precaution  against  any  disagreement 
with  himself ;  and  as  we  entered,  he  saluted  us  very 
courteously. 

"  Coot  morning  to  you,  sirs  !  You  will  have  come 
by  the  steamer,  I  suppose  ?  Will  you  take  a  little 
bitters?" 

Mr  Hawkins  declined  the  proffered  hospitality. 

"I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,  for  this  intrusion;  hut 
the  fact  is,  that  being  a  proprietor  in  this  neighbour- 
hood, though  till  now  quite  a  stranger  to  it,  I  am 
anxious  to  procure  some  further  information  regard- 
ing the  means  of  conveyance  than  the  good  folks 
here  seem  able  to  give  us." 

"  A  proprietor ! "  said  our  new  acquaintance  ; 
"  that  is  fery  pleasant.  I  am  a  proprietor  myself, 
in  a  small  way,  and  it  gives  me  the  greatest  satis- 
faction to  meet  with  you  in  this  agreeable  manner 
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You  will  not  be  Sir  Lauchlan  MTavish,  or  Dalfo- 
saig,  come  down  for  the  crouse  ?  " 

"  By  no  means,  sir.  My  name  is  Hawkins — Mac- 
duff  Hawkins  of  Arnaboll,  at  your  service." 

"  Arnaboll!"  shouted  the  Celt,  "are  ye  Arnaboll? 
Give  me  your  hand.  As  I  live  by  pread,  sir,  I  am 
proud  to  see  your  father's  son  among  us  ;  and  I  can 
tell  you  what  it  is,  that  I  am  not  distantly  related 
to  yourself.  My  creat-crandmother  was  a  Macduff 
of  the  Dallnaglattan,  and  I  am  not  fery  far  wrong  if 
I  think  that  you  reckon  kindred  with  their  honour- 
able house.  You  must  take  a  little  bitters  ! " 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  sir,  you  must  excuse  me — I 
have  not  yet  breakfasted !  The  people  here  are 
rather  dilatory." 

"  Not  preakfasted ! "  cried  the  kinsman  of  the 
Macduff;  "I  will  put  that  to  rights,  or  my  name 
is  not  Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch !  Do  you 
hear,  you  Mistress  M'lvor?  You  will  bring  up  the 
salmons  and  the  eggs,  and  the  roe-deer  pie,  and  all 
you  have  in  the  house,  in  two  snaps  of  your  fingers, 
or  I  will  be  down  upon  you  some  of  these  nights  in 
a  manner  that  will  not  be  relished.'* 

A  sudden  shuffling  below,  and  a  jingling  of 
crockery,  intimated  that  the  threat  of  the  M'Cnnv 
was  heard  and  not  unheedrd. 

"Really,  Mr  M'Craw,"  said  Hawkins,  "  I  am  quite 
ashamed ' 

"You  will  forkivc  me,  Arnaboll,"  said  the  other, 
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"  but  it  is  not  usual  to  call  gentlemens  Mr ;  I  an- 
swer to  the  name  of  M'Craw,  or  Dalnavardoch  ;  but 
I  do  not  like  to  be  spoken  to  as  you  would  speak 
to  a  pagman,  or  a  person  who  makes  cottons." 

"  I  am  sure  I  ask  your  pardon  a  thousand  times, 
M'Roe,"  replied  Hawkins,  rather  abashed.  "You 
must  recollect  I  am  a  stranger  here.  Perhaps  you 
would  allow  me  to  introduce  my  daughter." 

"I  have  not  been  prute  enough  to  be  sitting 
here,  and  a  leddy  down  pelow ! "  cried  Dalnavar- 
doch ;  "  I  will  go  to  her  myself  directly,  and  per- 
form my  excuses." 

"  Oh,  pray  don't,"  said  Hawkins,  perhaps  a  little 
apprehensive  of  the  effect  which  the  sudden  ap- 
parition of  the  Gael  might  have  upon  the  nerves  of 
Lucy.  "  I  shall  fetch  her  myself."  And  so  saying, 
he  disappeared. 

A  hideous  grin  distorted  the  countenance  of  Dal- 
navardoch, as  he  winked  to  me  over  his  pewter.  I 
knew  the  fellow  at  once.  It  was  the  Dugald  Crea- 
ture in  a  new  phase  of  existence. 

"  Perhaps,  Mr  Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch," 
said  I,  "you  will  be  kind  enough  to  enlighten  mo 
as  to  the  next  stage  of  your  proceedings?  At 
present,  I  must  say,  I  am  rather  in  the  dark." 

"  I've  to  tak'  the  auld  man  to  Arnaboll,"  replied 

w,  descending  to  a  more  colloquial  dialect, "  but 

I  mamma  make  it  ower  easy.     I  ken  naething  mair. 

The  Captain's  owcr  yonder;"  and  he  pointed  per- 
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spicuously  over  his  shoulder,  leaving  me  to  form 
my  own  conclusions  as  to  the  actual  distance. 

Further  communication  was  rendered  impossible 
by  the  entrance  of  Hawkins  and  Lucy,  towards 
whom  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch  demeaned  him- 
self with  the  courtesy  of  a  Paladin.  Mrs  M'lvor 
did  her  best  to  redeem  her  character  by  the  produc- 
tion, from  some  hidden  nooks,  of  the  materials  for 
an  excellent  breakfast,  to  which,  I  need  hardly  say, 
we  all  did  ample  justice.  The  conversation  then 
turned  upon  the  route  to  Arnaboll,  from  which  place, 
it  appeared,  we  were  only  twenty  miles  distant. 

"You  will  have  gotten  your  pass,  of  course, 
Arnaboll,"  said  Dalnavardoch.  "  It  may  not  be 
needful  to  make  exhibition  of  it ;  but  I  would  have 
it  not  far  from  hand  as  you  go  up  the  glen  of  Kil- 
nathurl." 

"  My  pass  ?  Dear  me  !  I  don't  understand,"  said 
Hawkins.  "I  was  not  aware  that  Government 
issued  anything  of  the  sort  in  Scotland." 

"  I  was  not  confersing  of  Government,"  said 
M'Craw,  "regarding  the  measures  of  which  I 
fciitnro  no  opinion,  except  as  relating  to  small 
stills,  which  is  a  griefous  oppression.  I  moaned 
the  pass  which  you  must  have  gotten  with  you 
from  Ian  Dhu  of  AohufdfhrigaL" 

"  Doo  of  Ackuforgle  ! "  cried  Hawkins,  in  amaze  ; 
'•pray  explain  yourself,  my  dear  sir!  Who  and 
what  is  this  gentleman?" 
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"Are  ye  serious,  Arnaboll?"  said  the  other,  with 
a  look  of  inimitable  gravity.  "  Have  you  really  come 
into  this  country  without  the  leave  of  Black  John 
of  Achufufurigal  ?  Ye  are  a  bold  man,  sir,  and  a 
fenturesome,  and  I  honour  ye  for  it ;  but  it's  no 
every  one  of  us  that  dare  do  the  like,  even  though 
he  could  count  on  fifty  clansmen  at  the  lift  of  the 
Fiery  Cross." 

"  But  I  assure  you,  on  my  honour,  Mr  M'Roe — I 
beg  pardon,  Dalnaverack — that  I  never  heard  of 
this  person  before  in  my  life.  Is  he  a  magistrate  ?  " 

"  Magistrate  ! "  echoed  M'Craw,  in  a  tone  of  deep 
solemnity.  "  There's  no  a  justice  in  the  land,  nor 
a  shirra'  neither,  that  daur  make  or  mell  with  Ian 
Dhu.  Have  ye  never  heard  tell  of  the  murder  of 
Kilspindie's  baillie?" 

"  Good  gracious ! "  cried  Lucy,  looking  very 
frightened ;  "  what  does  all  this  mean  ? " 

"  Compose  yourself,  my  dear  Miss  Hawkins," 
said  I.  "  This  is  a  strange  country,  and  you  must 
expect  to  hear  of  strange  things.  I  must  beg,  Dal- 
navardoch,  that  you  will  explain  yourself  more  dis- 
tinctly." 

"  Indeed,  I  wish  you  would,"  said  Hawkins. 
"  Somehow  or  other,  I  don't  feel  quite  easy  in  my 
mind  about  this  personage.  Where  does  he  reside?" 

"  Ye  may  as  weel  ask  me  to  show  the  caferns  of 
the  east  wind,"  answered  M'Craw,  with  a  touch  of 
national  pot-try.  "  Nane  kens  where  Ian  Dhu  lu'.l.-s. 
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On  the  bent,  or  on  the  heather — in  the  wood  or  by 
the  linn — men  find  him  when  they  seek  him  not, 
and  maist  would  as  soon  forgather  with  the  Lamli- 
dearg  of  Rothiemurchus  ! " 

"  In  short,"  said  I,  "  I  suppose  you  mean  to  in- 
sinuate that  this  person  is  an  outlaw?" 

"  Ye  have  said  it,  young  man !"  replied  M'Craw. 

"  Bless  me  !  this  is  very  perplexing — very  annoy- 
ing, indeed,"  said  Mr  Hawkins.  "  Surely  the  magis- 
trates are  greatly  to  blame  in  allowing  such  persons 
to  remain  at  large.  In  England  we  should  have 
them  up  under  the  Vagrant  Act  immediately.  But, 
after  all,  what  ground  of  apprehension  can  there  be 
from  a  single  disorderly  character  ?  " 

"  Count  the  cattle  on  yonder  hill,"  said  M'Craw, 
pointing  through  the  window  to  a  mass  of  vapour 
opposite ;  "  and  when  you  have  done  that,  add 
t  \venty  to  the  number,  and  ye  may  form  some  judg- 
ment of  the  following  of  Ian  Dhu.  Last  year,  when 
lie  harried  the  lands  of  Craigandrouthie,  they  tried 
to  count  the  footmarks  pehind  him,  and  it  was  as  if 
a  herd  of  deer  had  been  driven  by  the  timchiull !" 

"And  will  this  person — this  Mr  Doo,  as  you  call 
him — venture  to  interfere  with  us  on  the  Queen's 
highway?" 

"Not  if  ye  pay  him  black-mail,"  replied  Dalna- 
vardoch.  "Come,  come,  Arnaboll,  ami  you,  my 
bonny  leddy,  you  must  not  be  frightened.  A  rea- 
sonable man  is  Ian  Dim,  if  you  treat  him  reason- 
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ably  ;  and  indeed  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  you 
should  ken  all  that  is  done  in  this  wild  country  of 
ours.  But  as  ye  have  no  pass,  I  must  efen  go  with 
you  as  far  as  Arnaboll.  Ian  Dhu  would  like  ill  to 
make  a  feud  with  me ;  for  cateran  as  he  is,  he  has  a 
kind  heart,  and  he  kens  brawly  that  he  was  never 
steered  in  the  woods  of  Dalnavardoch." 

"  But  don't  you  think,"  said  Lucy  to  her  father, 
"  that  if  any  real  danger  is  to  be  apprehended,  we 
ought  to  apply  for  a  military  escort  ?  Such  things 
are  constantly  done  in  the  Apennines." 

"  There's  none  of  the  redcoats  nearer  than  the 
garrison  at  Fort  Albert,"  remarked  M'Craw,  "and 
that's  ten  miles  on  the  other  side  of  Arnaboll.  I 
heard  yestreen  that  there  is  a  new  officer  come 
there,  with  orders  to  take  Ian  Dhu ;  but  he'll  be  a 
cleferer  man  than  I  reckon  him,  if  he  manages  to 
lay  salt  on  his  tail." 

"  It  is  a  great  comfort,  however,  to  know  that  we 
can  have  assistance  in  case  of  need,"  said  Mr  Haw- 
kins. "Pray,  do  you  happen  to  remember  the 
name  of  the  commanding  officer?  So  soon  a-  w.« 
reach  Arnaboll,  I  shall  write  to  him  with  my  com- 
pliments." 

"  I  ken  him  not,"  replied  M*  Craw  of  Dalnavar- 
doch. "  Southland  names  tarry  on  my  memory  like 
whey  on  an  empty  stamach.  But  he's  a  tall  man, 
with  a  hawk's  eye,  and  his  name  begins  with 
an  S." 
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"  Ah,  well !  I  daresay  there  will  be  no  difficulty 
in  finding  him,"  said  Hawkins.  "  I  must  own  that 
Cobden  has  written  a  great  deal  of  nonsense  about 
the  army,  which  seems  to  me  a  most  valuable  institu- 
tion, especially  in  these  remote  districts.  Don't  you 
agree  with  me,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  Entirely,  papa." 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Mr  Hawkins,  "  I  shall 
feel  most  deeply  obliged  by  your  giving  us  your 
valuable  escort  to  Arnaboll,  M'Roe.  I  cannot  ex- 
press to  you  the  pleasure  which  I  feel  at  having 
made  your  acquaintance,  and  I  trust  that  youi 
arrangements  at  home  will  admit  of  your  remaining 
with  us  for  several  days." 

M'Craw  heaved  a  sigh. 

"  Mine's  but  a  cauld  hearthstane  at  Dalnavar- 
doch,"  he  said,  "  Fire  and  feud  have  done  their 
wark.  But  it's  ill  speaking  of  thae  things  ;  so  I'll 
even  step  down,  and  see  about  the  car,  and  a  cart 
for  the  pockmantles,  and  we'll  take  doch-an-do?~ruis 
and  pe  coing,  for  I'd  like  to  clear  the  glen  of  Kilria- 
thurl  pefore  nightfall." 

"Remarkably  intelligent  person  that,"  said  Mr 
Hawkins,  as  M'Craw  retreated.  "  Quite  a  mine  of 
information,  I  declare.  Really  I  do  not  know  how 
we  should  have  managed  without  him." 

"And  so  interesting,  papa,"  remarked  Lucy. 
"  Do  you  know,  I  thought  I  saw  a  tear  in  his  evu 
as  he  mentioned  his  desolate  hearthstone." 

s.s. — n.  2  A 
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I  could  stand  this  no  longer;  so  I  withdrew, 
under  the  pretext  of  looking  after  the  pointers. 

"  May  I  be  allowed  to  inquire,  Mr  M'Craw,"  said 
I,  "if  you  are  really  going  to  Arnaboll?" 

"  Of  course  I.  am,  Mr  Cameron.  Hasn't  the  laird 
asked  me,  and  wud  it  be  for  me  to  disappoint  him  ?  " 

"  Very  well,"  said  I.  "Of  course  it  is  no  business 
of  mine.  I  presume  also  you  intend  to  turn  out  on 
the  Twelfth?" 

"  Even  sae,  weather  permitting  "  replied  the  Celt. 

"You  rascal !  if  you  dare  to  fire  a  shot,  I'll  have 
you  up  for  poaching." 

"  I'm  leecensed,"  said  M'Craw,  coolly,  "  as  game- 
keeper, in  terms  of  the  Act.  But  ye  need  not  be 
feared  for  me,  Mr  Cameron.  I  ken  my  part ;  and  if 
Sandie  kens  his  as  weel,  there  will  be  a  braw 
wedding  afore  long ;  and  you'll  find  me  in  October 
at  the  auld  stance." 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  must  have  your  own  way. 
But  tell  me,  what  is  the  establishment  at  Arna- 
boll?" 

"Twa  English  servant  lasses,  that  are  just  clt-au 
daft  about  the  kilt ;  Jamie  Welsh,  the  gamekeeper, 
frae  Ettrick,  that  Captain  Stanley  kens  o' ;  and  a 
lad  that's  no'  over-wise." 

"  And  where  may  your  friend  Sandie  be  at  this 
moment  ?  " 

"  Waiting  in  Kilnutlmrl,  with  a  bottle  of  wh! 
by  him,  till  he  hears  the  gig  wheels." 
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"Now,  Dugald,"  said  I,  "I  don't  know  what 
your  orders  may  be,  but  I  warn  you  of  this,  that  if 
you  or  Mr  Sandie  do  anything  that  may  seriously 
alarm  Miss  Hawkins,  I  shall  feel  no  scruple  in 
dealing  with  you  as  if  you  were  a  couple  of  foot- 
pads." 

"  Nae  fears,  nae  fears  ! "  said  Dugald.  "  There 
will  be  naetliing  done  worth  speaking  o'  till  the 
Captain  comes  himsel'." 

Comforted  with  this  assurance,  I  exerted  myself 
to  expedite  the  preparations,  and  in  a  short  time  wo 
were  ready  to  set  forth.  Lucy,  Mr  Hawkins,  and 
Cager  were  disposed  of  in  the  car,  and  I  had  the 
honour  of  performing  the  journey  on  foot  by  the 
side  of  Mr  Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch.  That 
truly  gifted  individual  beguiled  the  tedium  of  our 
way  by  pouring  forth  a  stock  of  information  of  the 
most  original  and  miscellaneous  kind.  At  first  he 
principally  dwelt  upon  the  daring  deeds  and  law- 
less achievements  of  Ian  Dim,  whom  he  represented 
as  a  sort  of  Highland  Esau,  ready  at  all  times  to 
do  battle  against  odds,  however  overwhelming.  I 
cannot  take  upon  me  to  state  exactly  the  immbor 
of  excisemen,  soldiers,  and  messengers'  concurrents 
who  had  perished  by  the  hands  of  him  of  Achufufu- 
rigal,  but  it  was  something  quite  enough  to  make  a 
considerable  difference  on  the  census.  Also  he  had 
captured  or  surprised  castles,  carried  off  brides  from 
weddings,  harried  straths,  an  1  committed  divers 
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other  delinquencies  too  numerous  to  mention ;  so 
that  the  fear  of  him,  according  to  M'Craw,  was  as 
generally  disseminated  over  the  country  as  was  the 
potato  disease.  Passing  from  this  topic,  ho  then 
regaled  us  with  a  lecture  upon  agriculture,  to  which 
Mr  Hawkins,  who  had  various  schemes  for  improve- 
ment in  his  head,  did  seriously  incline.  Turnips, 
in  M 'Craw's  opinion,  could  never  be  made  a  profit- 
able crop,  owing  to  the  innumerable  herds  of  deer 
which  came  down  on  the  moonlight  nights  to 
devour  them ;  but  he  asserted  that  tobacco  of  the 
very  finest  quality  and  flavour  might  be  grown  at  a 
vast  profit,  without  the  Government  hearing  any- 
thing about  it.  He  was  likewise  in  favour  of  the 
erection  of  sundry  distilleries,  which,  by  creating  a 
demand  for  barley,  might  give  a  vast  impulse  to 
the  cultivation  of  the  soil ;  but  he  deprecated  the 
notion  of  the  establishment  of  cotton  manufactories, 
principally  on  the  ground  of  the  exceedingly  lim- 
ited nature  of  the  local  demand  for  shirtings. 

Conversing  on  these  and  similar  topics,  we 
reached  the  bottom  of  the  pass  of  Kilnathurl,  a  spot 
peculiarly  well  suited  by  nature  for  the  purposes  of 
surprise  or  ambuscade.  The  valley  here  narrowed 
itself  into  a  glen,  down  which  ran  a  brawling  brook, 
sweeping  round  the  base  of  enormous  mountain 
masses,  which  appeared  by  some  convulsion  of 
nature  to  have  been  hurled  down  from  the  steep 
precipices,  but  were  now  feathered  with  a  coj 
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oak,  hazel,  and  birch  to  their  very  summits.  As  I 
anticipated,  a  shrill  whistle  rang  above  from  one  of 
these  natural  fortalices,  and  a  Highlander,  bearded 
like  a  goat,  appeared  upon  a  ledge  of  rock.  M'Craw 
had  not  performed  the  Dugald  Creature  in  vain  :  he 
remembered  the  effect  produced  by  the  apparition 
of  Helen  M'Gregor. 

"  Who  and  what  are  ye  that  travel  through  my 
country  ?  "  asked  the  cateran,  in  a  husky  tone. 

"  Has  the  mist  settled  on  the  eyes  of  Ian  Dim, 
that  he  knows  not  Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavar- 
doch?" 

"  Welcome  as  the  rain  of  summer  to  the  parched 
earth  is  the  voice  of  Angus  of  Dalnavardoch  to  the 
ears  of  Ian  Dhu !  But  who  are  those  with  him  ? 
Are  they  children  of  the  Gael?" 

"  The  blood  of  the  Macduff  flows  in  the  veins  of 
the  chief  of  Arnaboll,"  replied  M'Craw,  indicating 
Hawkins,  whose  blood  was  at  that  moment  certain- 
ly not  visible  on  the  surface  of  his  cheeks. 

"Arnaboll!"  repeated  the  outlaw,  gloomily. 
"  Was  it  not  by  the  hands  of  one  of  that  race  that 
my  foster-father  died?  Wh<>  was  it  that  at  Stirling 
Bridge  gave  the  body  of  Red  Evan  to  the  crows, 
when  the  black  eddies  of  the  Forth  boiled  below, 
and  the  lightning  leaped  on  Benlomond  ?  Was  it 

not  a  Macduff  that  made  wastery  of- Here 

the  feelings  of  the  outlaw  appeared  to  overcome  lii.s 
Fpccch,  or  at  all  events  his  memory ;  for,  after  an 
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abortive  effort  to  continue  the  wrongs  of  liis  de- 
ceased relative  in  the  same  figurative  strain,  he 
scratched  the  back  of  his  head,  and  wound  up  his 
oration  as  follows  :  "  And  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is, 
Angus  M'Craw  ;  I  would  not  feel  at  all  easy  in  my 
own  mind,  if  I  was  to  allow  the  indifidual  you 
mention  to  pass  by  without  making  some  further 
inquisition ! " 

"  The  dark  shadow  is  upon  him ! "  said  Angus 
M'Craw,  hastily — "that  is,  he  is  efidently  out  of 
spirits.  It  will  be  best  if  I  go  and  talk  with  him 
myself;"  and  so  saying,  he  plunged  into  the  copse- 
wood. 

"  Don't  you  think,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Mr  Hawkins, 
drawing  forth  his  pocket-book  with  a  shaking  hand, 
"that  we  could  compromise  this  matter?  I  do  not 
understand  what  the  gentleman  meant  by  referring 
to  that  shocking  occurrence  at  Stirling,  with  which 
I  had  no  connection  whatever;  but  if  it  really  is 
the  custom  to  pay  him  for  permission  to  pass  along 
the  road,  pray  let  it  be  explained  to  him  that  it  is 
my  wish  to  settle  everything  in  the  most  handsome 
and  amicable  manner." 

"  Hush  I  my  dear  Mr  Hawkins,"  said  I ;  "  pray 
put  up  your  pocket-book.  We  do  not  know  how 
many  eyes  may  be  watching  us  from  these  heights, 
and  it  is  never  wise  to  throw  temptation  unneces- 
sarily in  the  way  of  people.  Mr  M'Craw  will,  no 
doubt,  effect  the  best  negotiation  in  his  power/' 
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"  You  do  not  think,"  said  Mr  Hawkins,  "  that 
they  will  attempt  to  carry  us  up  into  the  moun- 
tains, or  anything  of  that  sort  ?  Surely  they  will 
not  venture  upon  any  such  atrocity ! " 

"I  am  certain  they  will  not,  Mr  Hawkins. 
They  dare  not  commit  such  a  violation  of  the 
privileges  of  the  clan  Macduff.  The  worst  they  can 
do  is  to  detain  one  of  us — probably  Mr  Cager — as 
a  hostage." 

"  If  they  do,  I'm  a  dead  man  !  "  cried  Cager,  his 
teeth  chattering  with  terror.  "  I'd  sooner  be  twelve 
months  in  Bolton  gaol  than  a  week  with  those 
Highland  savages  who  wear  no  breeches,  and  carry 
knives  in  their  belts.  Pray  don't  let  them  make  a 
ostridge  of  me,  sir,  else  I  shall  inevitably  give  up 
the  ghost ! " 

"Hush,  Mr  Cager,"  said  I,  "you  must  learn,  if 
necessary,  to  suffer  for  your  master.  But  here 
comes  Dalnavardoch.  Well,  what  news?" 

"  Off  as  hard  as  ye  can  ! "  cried  the  M'Craw. 
"  Ian  Dim  is  in  a  fit — that  is,  he  is  fery  far  from 
well  with  the  second  sight,  and  in  a  state  of  visions, 
which  may  leave  us  time  to  get  to  Arnaboll  pefore 
he  awakens.  He  is  fery  much  incensed  at  you, 
Arnaboll,  and  it  is  better  to  get  out  of  the  way 
while  the  dwani  is  upon  him!" 

As  a  matter  of  course,  no  further  exhortation  was 
required.  Cager,  who  acted  as  charioteer,  plied  his 
whip  with  a  diligence  which  gave  unwonted  stim- 
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ulus  to  the  activity  of  the  pony,  and  in  a  very  short 
time  we  cleared  the  pass  of  Kilnathurl,  and  looked 
down  from  a  rising  ground  upon  the  present  posses- 
sions of  the  Macduff. 

The  house  of  Arnaboll,  an  old  fortalice  in  only 
tolerable  repair,  was  pleasantly  situated  upon  a 
peninsula  which  ran  into  a  large  fresh-water  lake, 
and  the  garden  below  it  was  carried  down  quite  to 
the  edge  of  the  water.  The  loch  itself  was  beauti- 
fully fringed  with  copsewood,  above  which  rose  a 
range  of  purple  hills,  broken  here  and  there  by 
green  conies — as  likely  ground  for  game  as  ever 
blest  the  eye  of  a  sportsman.  There  was  not  much 
demonstration  of  joy  at  our  arrival.  We  drove 
rapidly  and  recklessly  down  a  steep  incline,  made 
a  short  turn  into  the  pleasure-ground,  the  entrance 
to  which  was  marked  by  two  shattered  posts  un- 
conscious of  a  gate ;  and,  after  whisking  through 
a  wilderness  of  bushes,  which  almost  concealed  the 
path,  we  pulled  up  at  an  oaken  door  studded  with 
enormous  nails.  Bell,  of  course,  there  was  none ; 
but  the  furious  assaults  of  Cager  on  the  door  \vi-r«j 
in  time  answered  by  a  loud  barking  within,  and, 
in  a  little  while,  a  gentleman  in  velveteen,  who 
announced  himself  as  James  Welsh,  the  game- 
keeper, appeared  to  receive  us.  Disappointed  as 
Mr  Hawkins  must  have  been  at  the  paucity  of 
homage  vouchsafed  him  on  his  first  entry  into  his 
domain,  he  was  yet  too  delighted  at  reaching  any 
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haven  of  safety  to  indulge  in  premature  strictures. 
His  first  impulse,  after  getting  the  baggage  fairly 
into  the  house,  was  to  examine  the  state  of  the 
bolts,  and  his  second  to  desire  a  messenger  to  be 
ready  to  start,  by  the  grey  of  the  morning,  for 
Fort- Albert. 

CHAPTER   IV. 

"  It  is  my  opinion,  Arnaboll,"  said  the  M'Craw,  as 
we  sate  next  morning  at  breakfast,  "  that  it  will  not 
be  confenient  for  your  credit  to  have  in  the  red-coats. 
It  is  a  kind  of  affront  upon  the  country-side ;  and 
Ian  Dhu  will  not  take  it  well  at  your  hands." 

"You  surprise  me,  M'Roe,"  said  Mr  Macduff 
Hawkins,  who  by  this  time  had  greatly  recovered 
from  his  terror.  "  Do  you  think  that  after  what 
took  place  yesterday  it  would  be  proper  for  me  to 
have  any  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  a  person 
such  as  that,  who,  by  your  own  account,  is  no 
better  than  a  thief  and  a  highwayman?  Sir,  I 
have  the  honour  to  be  a  magistrate,  and  I  am 
determined  to  do  my  duty. 

"Fery  goot,"  said  M'Craw,  "you  know  pest. 
But  if  you  have  any  regard  for  your  cattle,  aim  mg1 
which  I  have  observed  from  the  window  some 
superior  stots,  you  will  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  pro- 
voke a  cr  each  a  d/i.'' 

"Sir,"  replied  Mr  Hawkins,  "whatever  may  be 
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1he  case  elsewhere,  1  am  resolved  that  her- 
upon  my  own  ground,  sir,  the  law  shall  be  re- 
spected. If  other  gentlemen  have  chosen  to  wink 
at  similar  outrages,  I  at  least  shall  perform  my  part 
fearlessly,  and  as  beseems  a  British  subject.  If 
the  military  should  refuse  their  assistance,  which  I 
do  not  anticipate,  I  shall  certainly  exercise  those 
feudal  powers  which  are  vested  in  me,  and  proceed 
to  summon  my  clan  to  hunt  down  this  atrocious 
robber.  I  half  suspect  he  is  lurking  somewhere  in 
the  neighbourhood.  I  heard  the  sound  of  a  bagpipe 
most  distinctly  during  the  night." 

M'Craw  took  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"Excuse  me,  Arnaboll,"  said  he,  "but  have  ye 
counted  the  clan,  as  ye  call  them?  Four  years 
back,  when  that  weaving  body,  Peel,  began  his 
tricks,  there  were  eight-and-twenty  men,  or  there- 
abouts, on  the  estate ;  but  ye  may  look  long  now 
ere  ye  can  find  a  chield  fit  to  drive  a  beast  to 
market.  They're  a'  gone  to  America,  sir ;  and  the 
Lord  be  wi'  them,  for  little  temptation  they  had 
to  bide  in  a  country  like  tin's,  where  weavers  and 
snelilike  manufacturing  persons  have  gotten  tho 
upper  hand.  If  Montrose  himsel'  were  to  speed 
the  fiery  cross  up  the  Braes  of  Arnaboll,  lie  wadna 
bring  six  men  together ;  and  the  odds  are,  that 
three  of  the  nix  wad  be  spies  of  Ian  Dim." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ! "  cried  Mr  Hawkins.    "  Why. 
;  i  gent  from  whom  I  purchased   the  estate — a 
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most  respectable  writer  to  the  signet — assured  me 
that  I  should  find  a  steady  population  upon  it." 

"  And  I  said  nothing  to  the  contrary,  Arnaboll," 
replied  M'Craw.  "  Ye'll  find  the  population  steady 
as  a  rock  when  ye  come  to  pay  the  poor-rates.  This 
is  a  grand  age  of  reform.  They  drive  away  the 
strong  men  who  were  the  tillers  of  the  soil,  and  the 
farmers  who  paid  the  rents,  and  leave  the  lamiters, 
and  the  bauldies,  and  the  bedrid,  to  the  lairds,  who 
must  find  them  in  meat  and  drink,  whether  they 
get  a  plack  from  their  properties  or  no.  It's  a 
beautiful  system,  and  will  have  a  braw  end !  Mark 
my  words,  Laird  of  Arnaboll!  In  twenty  years 
there  will  either  be  not  a  single  man  of  auld  and 
honourable  lineage  in  Scotland,  or  the  Sassenach 
will  hear  tell  of  another  Eepeal  more  dangerous 
than  that  of  the  Eireannach." 

"  It  appears  to  me,  however,  M'Roe,  that  if  what 
you  say  be  correct,  there  is  the  more  reason  for 
having  the  assistance  of  the  military." 

"  It's  a  weak  hand  that  canna  stand  up  for  its 
ain  ! "  replied  he  of  Dalnavardoch.  "  We  are  five 
able-bodied  men  in  the  house,  besides  the  piper ; 
and,  with  the  help  of  the  stone  walls,  which  HIV  of 
the  thickest,  we  are  enough  to  keep  Arnaboll  against 
any  comers." 

"Good  gracious,  Mr  M'Crow!"  said  Lucy,  uymi 
don't  anticipate  a  siege  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  ower  mony  strange  things  in  my 
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day,  my  leddy,  to  be  surprised  at  anything,"  said 
M'Craw.  "But  Ian  Dhu,  bating  his  faults,  is  a 
gentleman  ;  and  if  he  intends  an  iomdruideadh  — 
that  is,  what  you  call  an  investment — we  shall 
doubtless  receive  due  intimation  thereof." 

"I  shall  certainly  have  no  communication  with 
this  person  Doo,  on  the  subject  of  any  kind  of  invest- 
ment," said  Mr  Hawkins  ;  "  and  as  far  as  regards  the 
military,  I  think  it  right  to  mention,  that  I  have  sent 
off  this  morning  a  letter  to  the  officer  in  command 
at  Fort- Albert,  informing  him  of  our  danger.  Lucy, 
my  dear,  what  was  the  name  of  that  military  gentle- 
man whose  acquaintance  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
making  at  Bolton?" 

Lucy  coloured  like  a  rose.  "  Do  you  mean  Cap- 
tain Stanley,  papa?" 

"  Precisely.  A  very  intelligent,  agreeable  young 
man.  Singularly  enough,  I  find  that  the  officer  at 
Fort- Albert  is  of  the  same  name :  possibly  he  may 
be  a  relation.  At  all  events,  I  have  requested  the- 
pleasure  of  his  company  here  to-morrow." 

"  Then  you  will  be  excusing  me,  Arnaboll,  if  I  tako 
my  departure  this  night,"  said  M'Craw.  "  There's  a 
little  matter  between  me  and  the  Feachdan-maidhe, 
which  is  not  just  settled  —  about  some  stills,  or 
nonsense  of  the  kind  —  and  it  would  be  fery  in- 
convenient to  be  put  to  any  trouble  on  that  score. 
So  I  will  just  tako  my  plaid  about  me,  and  step 
over  the  hills." 
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"My  clear  sir!"  said  Mr  Hawkins,  "surely  you 
are  not  in  earnest !  I  had  calculated  on  the  pleas- 
ure of  your  company  for  at  least  a  week.  Kecol- 
lect,  to-morrow  is  the  Twelfth,  and  I  hope  to  have 
the  advantage  of  your  opinion  of  the  merits  of 
the  grouse  -  shooting  here,  which  is  said  to  be 
first-rate." 

"  Muckle  obliged  to  ye,  all  the  same,  Arnaboll," 
said  the  Celt.  "Later  in  the  year  we  may  for- 
gather. In  the  meantime,  I  have  my  own  private 
reasons,  which  are  fery  forcible." 

To  this  determination  Dalnavardoch  adhered  in- 
flexibly. Nothing  would  tempt  him  to  hazard  an 
interview  with  the  Saxon  captain  ;  and  at  length 
Hawkins  was  compelled  to  give  up  the  contest, 
which  he  did  the  more  readily,  on  being  assured 
that  no  attempt  would  be  made  upon  the  house  by 
Ian  Dhu,  without  proper  intimation  —  that  being 
a  point  of  Highland  etiquette  most  rigorously  ob- 
served even  by  the  most  abandoned  of  marauders. 
At  the  same  time,  he  warned  Mr  Hawkins  not  to 
expose  himself  unnecessarily  out  of  doors  at  any 
distance  from  Arnaboll,  as  the  same  exemption 
which  wras  applied  to  his  residence  was  by  no 
means  understood  to  extend  to  his  person.  With 
this  caution,  Dalnavardoch  took  his  departure,  and 
I  accompanied  him  a  short  way  on  his  road. 

"  Well,  Dugald,"  said  I,  as  soon  as  we  were  out 
of  hearing,  "  I  must  confess  you  have  managed 
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matters  rather  cleverly.  I  suppose  we  may  ex- 
pect to  see  Captain  Stanley  to-morrow  morning." 

"  He'll  be  here  the  nicht,"  replied  the  spurious 
M'Craw  ;  "  Sandy  took  the  letter  to  him  by  skriech 
of  day." 

"  So  that  Ian  Dim  had  the  honour  of  performing 
the  part  of  messenger  to  his  intended  captor ! 
Where  did  you  find  him  ? " 

"  He  sleepit  in  the  house.  Did  ye  no  ken  that 
he  was  Arnaboll's  piper  ?  A  merry  nicht  we  had 
of  it  after  ye  gaed  to  bed." 

"  That  accounts  for  the  pibroch  which  disturbed 
Mr  Hawkins's  slumber.  And  pray  what  may  be 
your  next  proceeding?" 

"  Ian  Dhu  is  rather  scarce  of  following,"  replied 
Dalnavardoch,  with  a  grin.  "  I'm  thinking  I'll  be 
wanted  to  give  him  a  helping  hand  the  morn." 

"  Not  by  way  of  fray,  I  trust,  or  any  attempt  at 
house-breaking  ?  " 

"  Oo  na  !  just  a  wee  bit  of  abduction,  ye  ken  ! " 

"  Impossible  !  Captain  Stanley  never  would 
sanction  any  such  proceeding.  Have  a  care  what 
you  do ! " 

"  I  didna  say  who,  was  to  be  lifted,"  replied 
Dugald,  sedately.  "  Ye  mind  the  ballad  of  Chris- 
tie's Will— 

'  Oh  mony  &  time,  my  lord  !  he  said, 

I've  stown  the  horse  frae  the  sleeping  loun  ; 
But  for  you  I'll  steal  a  beast  as  braid, 
For  I'll  steal  Lord  Durie  frae  Edinburgh  town."' 
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"  Dugald !  is  it  possible  that  you  would  venture 
to  violate  the  privileges  of  the  clan  Macduff  ?  " 

"  The  privileges  of  a  snuiF  of  tobacco ! "  cried 
Dugald,  contemptuously.  "  Set  him  up  for  a  laird  ! 
If  the  auld  body  hadna  been  daft,  I'd  hae  tellt  him 
a  bit  o'  my  mind.  But  bide  ye  easy,  Mr  Cameron, 
and  ye'll  see  some  sport.  And  now  I  think  ye  had 
better  gang  back  and  keep  the  leddy  frae  wearying. 
If  ye  want  sport,  there's  a  good  breeze  on  the  loch, 
and  the  trout  will  be  rising  at  the  red  heckle,  or 
ye  can  take  a  pluff  at  the  flappers  among  the  reeds." 

Finding  Lucy  seated  on  the  lawn  busily  engaged 
in  sketching  the  leading  features  of  Arnaboll,  I 
followed  Dugald's  advice  ;  and  having  taken  my 
rod  with  me,  rowed  up  the  lake,  declining  the 
proffered  services  of  Jamie  Welsh.  I  had  fished 
for  several  hours  with  considerable  success,  and 
was  just  meditating  on  the  propriety  of  returning, 
when  I  was  hailed  from  the  shore  ;  and,  on  looking 
round,  perceived  to  my  delight  that  the  new-comer 
was  Stanley.  He  had  observed  me  from  the  road, 
and,  sending  on  his  servant  with  the  buggy  to 
Arnaboll,  had  taken  this  short  cut  to  learn  the 
precise  state  of  affairs. 

I  told  him  everything  that  had  occurred,  whereat 
he  manifested  exceeding  delight. 

"  That  fellow  M'Craw,  as  you  call  him,  is  really 
a  treasure.  And  so  old  Hawkins  has  no  suspicion 
of  any  trick  V  " 
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"  None  in  the  world,"  said  I.  "  Ho  is  as  fully 
convinced  of  the  reality  of  Ian  Dim  of  Achufufurigal 
as  you  can  be  of  your  own  existence.  But  why  in 
a  shooting-jacket,  Stanley  ?  I  expected  to  see  you 
as  radiant  as  the  God  of  War.  And  how  many  men 
do  you  propose  bringing  over  from  Fort- Albert  ?  " 

"The  whole  garrison,"  replied  Stanley.  "You 
are  aware  that  Fort -Albert  owes  its  existence  to 
the  brilliant  imagination  of  your  friend  M'Craw. 
The  fact  is,  I  have  a  shooting-box  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, not  six  miles  off;  but,  without  some  such 
ruse  as  this,  I  could  never  have  got  admittance 
to  ArnaboLL  But  Lucy  —  how  does  she  take  all 
this  mummery?" 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Stanley,  I  don't  think 
that  she  half  believes  it.  Ian  Dhu  very  nearly 
broke  down  at  the  pass  yesterday,  having  pitched 
his  style  of  language  somewhat  too  high ;  and 
since  then  I  can  see  she  has  misgivings." 

"  Then  my  first  business  must  be  to  disclose  the 
whole  plot  to  her.  She  cannot  possibly  be  angry 
if  I  appear  in  my  own  character,  after  having  sub- 
mitted to  disguise  myself  as  a  philosopher  at  her 
request ;  as  to  stratagems,  they  are  universally  con- 
sidered to  be  as  fair  in  love  as  in  war." 

"  Especially,"  added  I,  "  when  fathers  have  flinty 
hearts  and  preposterous  prejudices  against  the  army. 
I  must,  however,  do  Hawkins  the  justice  to  admit 
that  he  is  considerably  improved  in  that  respect." 
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"  One  other  act,,  then,"  said  Stanley,  "  and  the 
drama  is  over.  But  where  shall  I  find  Lucy?  I 
must  see  her  before  I  encounter  the  terrible  Macduff." 
"  You  observe  that  clump  of  lilacs  near  the 
water's  -  edge  ?  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  parasol 
on  the  other  side,  and  I  think  you  are  certain  to 
find  her  there.  I  shall  pull  ashore  in  this  bay,  and 
leave  you  for  half  an  hour  to  make  the  necessary 
explanations." 

"  No  fear  of  interruption,  eh  ?  " 

"None  in  the  world.  Hawkins  is  looking  over 
plans  for  a  piggery  on  a  gigantic  scale." 

Half  an  hour  is  but  a  short  period  for  an  inter- 
view between  lovers,  so  I  kept  out  of  the  way 
until  dinner-time.  I  could  see  by  the  faces  of 
every  one,  as  I  entered  the  drawing-room,  that 
the  most  perfect  satisfaction  prevailed.  Mr  Haw- 
kins was  not  only  civil,  but  particularly  courteous 
to  Stanley,  who,  on  the  other  hand,  comported  him- 
self with  an  appearance  of  marked  respect  for  hia 
host.  Lucy  looked  positively  bewitching.  She 
had  been  let  into  the  secret,  and  was  not  going 
to  betray  it. 

"  I  take  it  very  kind  of  you,  Captain  Stanley," 
said  Mr  Hawkins,  after  \\«-  \\<-re  seated  at  table, 
"  to  have  come  over  here  so  early.  I  must  own, 
however,  that  I  should  have  been  well  pleased  had 
you  brought  with  you  some  of  your  men,  as  an 
accession  to  our  garrison." 

s.s. — ii.  2  n 
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"  Why,  you  see,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Stanley,  "  we 
have  a  very  limited  number  of  men  at  the  fort. 
There  has  been  such  an  outcry  lately  for  reduction, 
that  the  Government  have  been  compelled  to  clip 
and  pare  as  much  as  they  can  ;  and,  of  course,  the 
smaller  stations  are  the  first  to  be  reduced.  I 
understand  that,  next  year,  it  is  proposed  to  with- 
draw the  whole  force  from  Fork  Albert." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  so,  Captain  Stanley ! " 
cried  Hawkins,  impetuously.  "Why,  Lord  John 
Russell  must  have  lost  his  senses.  Do  they  intend 
to  leave  property  absolutely  without  any  protec- 
tion?" 

"  I  do  not  profess  to  understand  the  theory,  sir," 
said  Stanley,  modestly ;  "  but  I  believe  Mr  Cobden, 
and  other  eminent  politicians,  are  of  opinion  that 
universal  peace  can  be  best  secured  by  the  total 
suppression  of  the  army." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Hawkins,  "  that 
man  Cobden  has  become  a  thorough  humbug. 
What  with  his  Peace  Congresses,  and  the  like,  he 
is  making  himself  the  laughing -stock  of  Europe. 
I  am  sorry  to  say  that  our  member,  Walmslcy,  is 
tilmost  as  bad.  No,  no !  let  them  meddle  with 
what  else  they  please,  the  army  must  be  let  alone ! " 

"  I  am  sure,  sir,  the  British  army  feel  deeply 
obliged  to  you  for  the  sentiment,"  said  Stanley. 

"They  deserve  it,  sir  —  they  deserve  it,"  sai.l 
Hawkins.  "And  so  thev  have  reduced  the  number 
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of  men  here,  have  they  ?  That  must  be  looked  to 
in  the  next  session  of  Parliament.  All  the  kinder 
in  you  coming  to  us,  Captain  Stanley." 

"  Why,  to  say  the  truth,  sir,  the  moment  I  heard 
you  were  expected  in  the  neighbourhood,  I  was 
most  anxious  to  pay  my  respects ;  and  it  is  very 
gratifying  to  me  to  think  that  I  can  render  you  the 
slightest  service.  I  should  certainly  have  brought 
over  some  of  my  men ;  but  the  fact  is,  that  most 
of  them  are  employed  just  now  in  a  service  of  a 
peculiar  nature." 

"  What !  are  there  more  Mr  Doos  than  one  in  the 
neighbourhood  ?  " 

"  Not  exactly  that.  We  have  discovered  that 
smuggling  and  illicit  distillation  have  been  going 
on  on  a  large  scale  lately ;  and  I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  a  landed  proprietor  in  this  neighbourhood  is 
implicated.  Most  of  our  men  are  out  in  search, 
and  I  hope  he  will  be  soon  apprehended." 

"  What  a  rascal  he  must  be  ! "  said  Hawkins. 
"  Pray,  what  may  be  his  name  ?  " 

"  Mr  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch." 

"  The  Lord  preserve  us  !  "  cried  Cager,  dropping 
a,  pile  of  crockery  on  the  floor  with  a  smash. 

"  Cager  !  are  you  mad,  sir  ?  "  cried  his  master, 
quickly.  "  Take  away  those  broken  dishes,  and 
hand  round  the  champagne.  And  do  you  think, 
Captain,  you  will  be  able  to  apprehend  this 
person  ? '' 
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"  I  hope  so  ;  though  he  is  a  very  cunning  fellow, 
and  has  some  curious  hiding-places.  We  tracked 
him  last  to  Portnacreesh,  but  have  since  lost  the 
trace.  I  hardly  think  he  can  be  lurking  with  any 
of  his  friends  in  this  part  of  the  country,  for  nobody 
would  be  mad  enough  to  incur  the  risk  of  the 
penalty,  if  detected  in  giving  him  shelter." 

"  What  penalty  ?  "  said  Hawkins,  tremulously. 

"  I  believe  it  is  very  severe,"  said  Stanley— 
"  more  severe,  probably,  than  it  ought  to  be,  see- 
ing that  it  attaches  even  to  those  who  may  give 
him  a  night's  lodging  without  being  acquainted 
with  his  guilt.  A  fine  of  three  thousand  pounds, 
and  imprisonment  for  twelve  months  in  the  gaol  of 
Inverness.  Miss  Hawkins,  may  I  have  the  honour 
of  taking  wine  with  you  ?  " 

"  And  pray,  Captain  Stanley,  are  you  empowered 
to  apprehend  any  gentleman  who  may  have  had 
the  misfortune  to  meet  tin's  person  in  the  way  you 
describe  ?  " 

"  Such  are  my  orders,  sir,"  said  Stanley.  "  But 
it  is  no  use  talking  further  of  this  fellow.  We 
shall  have  him  in  custody  soon  enough,  I  warrant, 
as  well  as  his  accomplices ;  and  I  own  it  will  be 
a  great  relief  to  me,  for  these  expeditions  through 
the  mountains  are  remarkably  fatiguing.  By  the 
way,  Mr  Hawkins,  you  intend,  of  course,  to  take 
the  moors  to-morrow?" 

"  Certainly  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  join  us." 
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"  Why,  to  say  the  truth,  I  brought  over  my  gun 
for  that  purpose.  Arnaboll  is  too  famous  for  its 
grouse  to  be  neglected." 

Whether  it  was  that  a  cloud  rested  upon  the 
mind  of  Mr  Hawkins,  owing  to  the  startling  dis- 
closure of  the  pursuits  of  his  recent  guest,  or 
whether  the  thoughts  of  the  morrow  occupied  us 
all,  I  cannot  exactly  say ;  but  the  evening  did  not 
pass  away  with  as  much  hilarity  as  I  expected. 
After  we  left  the  dining-room,  I  was  doomed,  for 
an  hour  at  least,  to  be  the  recipient  of  the  terrors 
of  Arnaboll,  a  penance  which  I  endured  with  forti- 
tude, simply  because  I  presumed  that  Stanley  was 
advancing  his  cause  elsewhere.  That  night  the 
pibroch  was  not  heard. 

Next  morning  we  started  for  the  moors.  As  the 
range  was  extensive,  it  was  agreed  that  we  should 
divide  our  party,  Mr  Hawkins  being  accompanied 
by  Welsh  the  gamekeeper,  and  Cager,  who  implored 
most  earnestly  to  be  allowed  to  look  upon  a  livo 
grouse.  Stanley  and  I  had  the  benefit  of  the  ser- 
vices of  the  "  lad,"  who  justified  Dugald's  character 
of  him,  by  proving  to  be  an  absolute  idiot.  We 
arranged  to  meet  about  two  o'clock,  at  a  spot  de- 
nominated the  Fairy's  Well. 

Stanley  was  a  first-rate  shot,  and  I  was  in  toler- 
able practice  ;  the  dogs  were  steady,  and  the  birds 
strong  and  plentiful.  I  presume  I  need  say  nothing 
more  upon  the  subject  of  our  exploits,  which  are, 
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indeed,  beyond  the  scope  of  this  history ;  and 
therefore  I  shall  simply  state  that,  by  the  time  we 
reached  the  Fairy's  Well,  the  "  lad  "  was  stagger- 
ing under  his  burden.  Stanley  had  not  thought 
proper  to  communicate  to  me  the  nature  of  his 
further  programme  ;  nor  did  I  care  much  to  inquire 
about  it,  being  satisfied  that  the  denouement  would 
do  credit  to  the  skill  of  the  accomplished  artist. 
The  Fairy's  Well  was  situated  in  a  beautiful  little 
hollow  among  the  hills,  not  discernible  until  you 
were  close  upon  it ;  and  it  was  only  by  shouting 
Tobar-?ian-sithean,  and  making  vigorous  gestures 
expressive  of  eating,  that  I  could  make  our  guide 
comprehend  whither  he  was  desired  to  lead  us. 
As  we  were  the  first-comers,  we  stretched  ourselves 
on  the  heather  by  the  side  of  the  well,  which  rose 
in  pellucid  clearness  beneath  a  rock,  and  then 
filtered  itself  away  through  a  bed  of  emerald 
verdure. 

"  I  trust  nothing  has  befallen  Mr  Hawkins,"  said 
I.  "  Pray  heaven  he  has  not  fallen  in  witli  the 
myrmidons  of  Ian  Dim  !  " 

"  Keep  your  mind  quite  easy,"  said  Stanley.  "  I 
IK 'aid  a  double  shot  go  off  about  ten  minutes  ago, 
and,  I  think,  in  this  direction.  He  will  bo  here 
presently,  unless  he  has  bagged  a  brace  of  cat- 
erans." 

Still  we  waited,  and  no  Hawkins.  At  last  wo 
heard  a  prolonged  shout  on  the  gale,  which  we 
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answered  with  a  similar  salvo,  and  in  two  or  three 
minutes  the  chief  of  Arnaboll  appeared  on  the 
summit  of  the  brae,  alone,  without  hat  or  gun, 
and  panting  as  fiercely  as  a  steam-engine.  Almost 
before  we  could  rise,  he  had  rushed  down  to  tho 
well,  and  flung  himself  prostrate  on  the  heather. 

"  Bless  me,  Mr  Hawkins  !  "  said  I,  "  what  is  the 
matter  ?  Where  are  the  gamekeeper  and  Cager  ?  " 

"  A  drop  of  brandy,  if  you  love  me  ! "  gasped 
Hawkins.  "  Oh  what  an  infernal  country  ! " 

"  Nothing  wrong,  I  hope  ?  "  said  Stanley  ;  "no- 
thing serious  ?  " 

"  Cager — poor  Cager — is  gone  !  " 

"  Gone  !  where  to  ?  "  "  Not  dead,  I  trust  ?  "  asked 
Stanley  and  I  in  the  same  breath. 

"  Worse  !  he  has  been  earned  off  by  that  murder- 
ing miscreant,  Doo  of  Acknafurgle  ! " 

"  This  is  most  extraordinary  ! "  said  Stanley.  "  If 
the  scoundrels  had  carried  you  off,  sir,  I  could  have 
understood  their  object  from  the  value  of  the  prize  ; 
but  why  they  should  have  seized  upon  your  servant 
baffles  my  comprehension." 

"And  the  gamekeeper?"  said  I,  "  have  they  also 
spirited  him  away  ?  " 

"Give  me  another  drop  of  brandy,  with  a  littlo 
water  in  it,  for  I  feel  quite  faint,"  said  Mr  Hawkins, 
"and  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  story.  You  see, 
wo  had  gone  on  shooting  for  some  time,  not  very 
successfully,  I  allow  ;  for  the  whirring  of  the  birds 
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made  me  somewhat  nervous,  and  I  did  not  kill  as 
usual.  However,  I  wounded  a  considerable  numlM.-r, 
as  Welsh  can  testify." 

"  Yes — he  is  an  excellent  keeper,  and  understands 
his  business,"  muttered  Stanley. 

"Well,  sirs,  the  day  was  confoundedly  hot,  and 
Cager  began  to  lag  behind.  I  almost  suspect  ho 
was  drinking,  for  I  rather  imprudently  gave  him 
the  flask  to  carry ; — but  that  does  not  matter  now. 
However,  in  order  to  bring  him  on,  I  was  obliged 
sometimes  to  call  out  his  name,  which  Welsh  ob- 
jected to,  though  he  could  not  assign  any  intelli- 
gible reason.  We  were  then  at  a  wild  part  of  the 
moor, — broken  into  pieces,  like  nothing  else  I  ever 
saw  in  my  life.  Welsh  told  me  that  he  saw  a  cock- 
grouse  sitting  on  the  ground ;  but  he  could  not 
make  me  see  it ;  however,  he  desired  me  to  aim  at 
a  tuft  of  heather,  fire  both  barrels,  and  I  would  bo 
sure  to  kill  it.  I  did  so,  and  killed  the  bird." 

"Did  you  pick  it  up?" 

"No,  sir.  I  thought  it  might  be  wounded, 
in  order  to  make  sure  of  it,  I  rushed  forward  with- 
out loading  my  gun.  All  at  once  I  heard  a  terrible 
halloo,  and  two  prodigious  Highlanders — one  of 
whom  I  am  certain  I  have  seen  before,  if  not  both 
— rose  up  from  a  hollow^in  the  moss,  and  rushed 
upon  us.  What  they  said,  I  cannot  distinctly 
specify;  but  they  vociferated  something.  OIK-  <>f 
seixed  upon  Cagcr,  while  the  other  over- 
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the  gamekeeper,  and  tied  him  hand  and 
foot  with  his  own  shot-belts.  What  followed  after- 
wards, I  really  do  not  know.  I  fled  as  fast  as  my 
legs  could  carry  me ;  and  very  glad  I  was  when  I 
heard  you  answering  my  call." 

"How  long  ago  was  it  since  this  happened,  Mr 
Hawkins?"  asked  Stanley. 

"  Not  much  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  should 
think ;  though  I  certainly  must  have  run  a  couple 
of  miles." 

"  Then  we  surely  are  in  time  to  intercept  the 
villains.  We  are  four  in  all,  and  two  of  us  with 
loaded  weapons.  Do  you  think,  Mr  Hawkins,  you 
could  lead  us  to  the  spot  ?  " 

"  If  you  wish  to  go,  gentlemen,  don't  waste  time 
in  waiting  for  me.  I  am  as  useless  as  a  ripped-up 
pair  of  bellows.  I  will  follow  you  as  fast  as  I  can." 

"Nay,  but,  Mr  Hawkins,"  said  Stanley,  "your 
presence  as  a  magistrate  is  indispensable ;  besides, 
we  never  should  be  able  to  find  the  place  without 
you.  Lean  on  me,  my  dear  sir,  and  pray  endeavour 
to  make  the  exertion." 

\Vitli  the  groan  of  a  stranded  grampus,  Hawkins 
gathered  himself  upon  his  legs ;  and,  availing  him- 
self of  our  assistance,  went  on.  We  were  so  much 
excited  by  the  adventure,  that  we  did  not  perceive 
that  the  "lad"  tarried  behind — an  instance  of  sloth 
and  indifierenco  which,  for  the  credit  of  human 
nature,  I  attribute  rather  to  the  attraction  of  sundry 
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ribs  of  cold  roast-lamb,  which  were  contained  in  liis 
wallets,  than  to  any  abstract  deficiency  in  animal 
courage. 

In  a  short  time  we  reached  the  place  where  the 
assault  had  been  committed.  It  was  a  wild  tract 
of  broken  peat-hags,  capable  of  giving  covert  to  a 
whole  army  —  or,  in  wet  weather,  of  engulfing  it 
— as  was  said  to  be  the  case  with  the  Serbonian 
bog,  of  which  honourable  mention  is  made  in 
Milton's  'Paradise  Lost.'  Here,  indeed,  we  found 
Welsh — not  bound  hand  and  foot,  as  Mr  Hawkins 
had  asserted — though  his  shot-belts  were  ingeni- 
ously twisted  and  buckled  across  his  ankles — but 
seated  upon  his  rump,  and  fostering  with  affection- 
ate care  the  infant  existence  of  his  pipe.  He  did 
not  appear  to  have  suffered  greatly  either  in  mind 
or  body. 

His  account  of  the  transaction  tallied  precisely 
with  that  of  Mr  Hawkins.  One  of  the  ruffians, 
whom  he  described  as  endowed  with  preternatural 
strength,  tripped  up  his  heels,  and  laid  him  pros- 
trate on  the  heather;  whilst  the  other  detained 
Cager,  whom  terror  had  paralysed,  by  the  throat. 
Welsh  being  bound,  they  lifted  the  unhappy  Cager 
on  a  horse ;  and,  after  making  sundry  demonstra- 
tions with  their  dirks,  expressive  of  instant  death 
to  the  gamekeeper  should  he  attempt  to  follow 
tin-in,  or  fivr  himself  from  his  bonds,  they  set  off  at, 
a  round  gallop  across  the  moor,  and  disappeared 
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over  an  adjoining  hill.  Such  was  the  sum-total  of 
Welsh's  evidence. 

"  Can  you  form  no  idea  of  their  object  in  carrying 
off  the  man  ?  "  asked  Stanley. 

"Weel  I  wat,  I  can  do  that!"  replied  Welsh; 
"it's  no  ill  to  ken  what  put  up  the  dander  o'  the 
Hieland  deevils." 

"  Explain  yourself." 

"Arnaboll,  there,  aye  keepit  crying  out  for  his 
man — who,  puir  body,  was  Booking  at  the  flask ; 
and,  for  a'  I  could  say,  he  wadna  leave  aff.  It  was 
aye  *  Cager ! '  here,  and  '  Cager ! '  there  ;  and  ye  ken 
weel  eneuch  what  eager  means  to  the  north  o'  the 
Hieland  line." 

"Why,  what  does  it  mean?"  cried  Hawkins,  in 
amazement. 

"  Just  ganger — that  is,  exciseman.  Ye  cried  loud 
eneuch  to  be  heard  three  mile  aff,  and  ye  wadna 
stop,  though  I  telled  ye  to  be  quiet,  for  I  kenned 
there  were  a  hantle  of  sma'  stills  up  hereawa' ;  and 
I  thought  inair  nor  ance,  that  I  got  a  glisk  of  the 
tartan.  Weel,  its  my  persuasion  that  the  worm  was 
at  wark  no  far  from  this  ;  and  whni  the  folks  heard 
ye  crying  oot  on  the  gauger,  what  else  could  they 
think  but  that  yo  had  come  up  \\i  a  search-warrant  V 
Nae  wonder  they  gruppit  him.  I  wad  ha'e  done 
the  same  niysd'  :  and  it  will  b<-  a  im-ivy  and  a 
special  providence  if  he  is  not  by  this  time  at  the 
bottom  of  a  loch  ! '' 
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"Dear,  dear!  what  shall  we  do?"  cried  Hawkins, 
in  utter  perplexity.  "  What  can  they  possibly  have 
done  with  the  poor  fellow?  It  is  very  remark- 
able, though,  that  I  can  see  no  marks  of  a  horse's 
hoofs." 

"Fient  a  trace  will  ye  find,"  replied  Welsh. 
"  They  aye  put  brogues  on  their  beasts,  as  they 
did  on  the  Border  langsyne." 

"  Do  you  think  you  could  recognise  either  of  the 
fellows?"  asked  Stanley. 

"I  ken  ane  of  them  weel,  and  sae  does  your 
honour.  It  was  Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch." 

"  M'Roe  !     Impossible  ! "  said  Hawkins. 

"'Deed  was  it.  I  kenned  him  brawly  afore,  ami 
I  seed  him  at  Arnaboll  yestreen." 

"At  Arnaboll?"  cried  Stanley. 

"  Ay.     He  came  there  wi'  the  laird,"  said  Welsh. 

"Mr  Hawkins,  can  it  be  possible  that  this  is 
true  ?  "  said  Stanley,  gravely.  "  Have  you  actually 
been  guilty  of  contravention  of  an  express  Act  of 
Sederunt,  by  giving  shelter  to  a  person  so  notorious 
as  this  M'Craw,  who  has  defrauded  the  Governim  nt 
to  an  enormous  extent,  and  is  well  known  as  tlio 
head  and  director  of  all  the  illicit  distillers  in  tlio 
county?" 

"Captain  Stanley,"  said  Hawkins,  looking  as 
though  he  would  willingly  have  exchanged  places 
witli  Cager,  "it  is  no  use  denying  that  this  person 
for  one  night  in  my  house ;  but  I  knew  no 
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more  of  his  character  than  the  child  unborn.  AVe 
met  him  by  the  merest  accident  at  Portnacreesh,  as 
Mr  Cameron  can  testify ;  and  as  he  saved  us  from 
an  attack  on  the  part  of  the  robber  Doo,  who  met 
us  on  the  road,  and  further  claimed  relationship 
with  me,  I  could  not,  as  you  must  see,  do  less  than 
invite  him  to  Arnaboll." 

"  This  makes  the  case  even  more  perplexing," 
said  Stanley,  gravely.  "Are  you  not  aware,  Mr 
Hawkins,  that,  by  an  Act  of  the  Scottish  Parlia- 
ment, as  yet  unrepealed,  the  clan  of  M'Craw,  as 
well  as  that  of  M'Gregor,  is  proscribed,  and  that  the 
penalties  extend  to  those  who  are  connected  with 
them,  however  distantly,  by  intermarriage?" 

"You  don't  say  so?" 

"It  is  not  more  than  two  months  since,  in  pur- 
suance of  that  Act,  the  house  of  Dalnavardoch  was 
burned  to  the  ground.  Observe,  Mr  Hawkins,  how 
the  case  stands.  You  admit  having  trafficked  with 
the  notorious  outlaw  Ian  Dhu  of  Aclmfufurigal  for 
your  personal  protection  —  a  serious  offence  in  a 
country  where  the  payment  of  black-mail  is  pun- 
ished as  severely  as  its  exaction.  Then  you  are 
found  at  Portnacreesh,  the  well-known  rendezvous 
of  the  illicit  distillers,  in  communication  with  the 
marked  head  of  that  formidable  gang,  who  is,  more- 
over, a  hereditary  outlaw.  You  admit  relationship 
with  him,  which  brings  you  at  once  within  the 
scope  of  the  same  penalties ;  and  you  give  him 
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shelter,  which  of  itself  is  an  indictable  crime. 
These  things,  or  some  of  them,  might  perhaps  be 
explained  or  extenuated ;  but  it  is  a  remarkable 
circumstance,  that,  on  the  very  day  after  this  oc- 
curs, Angus  M'Craw  should  be  found  evidently 
engaged  in  illicit  distillation  upon  your  property — 
a  coincidence  upon  which  it  does  not  become  me,  as 
an  officer,  to  comment.  Mr  Hawkins,  it  gives  me 
the  deepest  pain  to  find  you  in  this  predicament." 

Had  the  earth  yawned  beneath  the  feet  of  the 
imfortunate  Hawkins,  I  do  not  think  he  could  have 
been  more  horrified  than  at  finding  himself  trans- 
formed at  once  into  an  outlaw,  a  rebel,  and  a  male- 
factor. He  looked  from  one  to  other  of  us  in  sore 
dismay. 

"  It's  a'  true  what  the  Captain  says  about  the 
wild  M'Craws,"  asseverated  Jamie  Welsh  ;  "  and 
oh,  it  is  beautiful  to  hear  the  law  sae  preceesely 
expounded ! " 

"And  what  am  I  to  do?"  said  the  luckless  chief 
of  Arnaboll.  "  What  is  to  become  of  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  neither  your  judge,  your  accuser,  nor  your 
legal  adviser,  Mr  Hawkins,"  said  Stanley,  mildly. 
"  You  cannot  but  be  aware  of  the  interest  wlm-h 
I  feel  for  you  and  your  family  ;  indeed,  I  may 
safely  say,  that  I  would  rather  my  commission 
was  forfeited  than  be  personally  instrumental  in 
surrendering  you  to  the  severities  of  the  law.  But 
you  must  be  aware  I  have  no  option." 
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''Will  you  really  inform  against  me,  Captain 
Stanley,  and  I  as  innocent  of  evil  as  a  factory 
child?" 

"  My  heart  bleeds  for  you,  Mr  Hawkins,  and  for 
your  lovely  daughter ;  but  the  demands  of  duty  are 
paramount.  Welsh,  you  must  prepare  to  go  home 
with  me  immediately,  in  order  that  your  precog- 
nition  may  be  reduced  to  writing." 

"  Stay  a  moment,  Captain  Stanley,"  said  I ;  "an 
idea  has  occurred  to  me.  Mr  Hawkins,"  said  I, 
drawing  him  aside,  "  this  is,  no  doubt,  a  very  ugly 
scrape  ;  and  although  everything  must  be  satis- 
factorily explained  at  last,  I  presume  you  would 
not  wish  to  run  the  risk  of  incarceration  ?  " 

"Not  if  ten  thousand  pounds  would  suffice  to 
hush  the  matter  up." 

"  Well,  I  am  sure  that  Stanley  would  rather 
undergo  any  reasonable  sacrifice  than  appear  in 
this  business.  You  see  he  has  a  chivalrous  sense 
of  duty,  and  it  would  be  hopeless  to  persuade  him 
to  conceal  what  has  taken  place  so  long  as  he  con- 
tinues in  the  service  ;  but  if  you  could  advance 
such  reasons  as  might  induce  him  to  resign  his 
commission  at  once 

"  Say  no  more,  my  dear  friend  ! "  cried  Hawkins. 
"  Daniel  could  not  have  counselled  more  wisely. 

Captain  Stanley "  and  the  two  divw  apart  in 

deep  conference. 

"Welsh,"  said  I,  "it  strikes  me  that  vou  and  I 
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are  rather  in  the  way  just  now  ;  so,  if  you  have  no 
objection,  and  are  not  afraid  of  encountering  any 
more  Highlanders,  we  shall  take  a  beat  round  the 
hill,  and  see  if  we  cannot  fall  in  with  another 
covey." 

Jamie  agreed  without  scruple  ;  and  after  wo  had 
gone  a  little  way,  he  drew  my  attention  to  a  thin 
spiral  column  of  smoke  arising  from  the  bank  of  a 
burn. 

"The  fule  body  they  ca'  Cager  is  there  down 
by,"  said  he,  in  a  mysterious  whisper ;  "  and  I  wad 
like  no  that  ill  to  be  there  mysel'.  The  speerits 
they  make  hereabout  is  just  prime." 

"  And  I  suppose  he  is  in  very  good  company  ?  " 
said  I. 

"  It  will  be  his  ain  fault  if  he's  no  happy. 
There's  Dugald  and  Sandie,  and  twa  mair,  and 
they've  gotten  the  pipes,  and  walth  o'  salted  unit- 
ton  ;  and  if  that  disna  gar  him  drink,  I  dinna  ken 
what  will.  'Od,  there's  war  places  for  fun  than  a 
sma'  still  ! '' 

"Then  I  suppose  he  will  be  forthcoming  when 
he  is  wanted  ?  " 

"In  twal  hours  after  notice,  at  ony  rate,"  replied 
Welsh.  "  It's  just  astonishing  how  the  bees  get 
into  ane's  head  amang  the  heather." 

"Very  good.  But  there  is  Sweep  drawing  on 
game ;  let  us  see  what  it  is." 

When  I  rejoined  the  party,  I  found  that  Hawkins 
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and  Stanley  had  come  to  a  distinct  and  amicable 
understanding,  upon  terms  proposed  by  the  latter. 
I  did  not  inquire  into  the  secret  ramifications  of  the 
treaty,  though  I  could  form  a  shrewd  guess  as  to 
their  nature,  from  the  evident  satisfaction  which 
beamed  on  the  countenance  of  my  friend  the  Cap- 
tain. It  was  now  only  necessary  to  bind  over 
Welsh  to  secrecy ;  and  as  he  expressed  his  entire 
readiness  to  take  an  oath,  upon  powder  and  shot, 
never  to  reveal  any  circumstance  which  might 
identify  his  master  with  the  doings  of  the  clan 
M'Craw,  and,  moreover,  accepted  a  douceur  of  ten 
pounds  by  way  of  rivetting  the  bargain,  we  con- 
sidered that  matter  satisfactorily  arranged.  As  for 
the  "  lad,"  it  was  not  thought  requisite  to  take  any 
steps  to  insure  his  silence,  as  we  found  him,  on  our 
return,  fast  asleep  by  the  Fairy's  Well,  surrounded 
by  a  pile  of  bones  from  which  every  morsel  of 
animal  fibre  had  disappeared. 

For  the  few  remaining  days  that  I  tarried  at 
Arnaboll,  I  had  the  shooting  entirely  to  myself. 
Mr  Hawkins  would  not  venture  out  again  ;  and 
Stanley  was  too  much  engaged  in  rowing  Lucy 
about  the  lake,  sketching  cataracts,  and  making 
verses,  to  take  any  interest  in  field  sports.  I 
should  not  omit  to  mention  that,  two  days  after 
our  adventure  on  the  moor,  Cager  was  discovered, 
by  an  exploring  party  headed  by  Welsh,  fast  asleep 
upon  the  heather.  As  there  were  no  traces  of  any 
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human  habitation  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  no 
marks  of  any  other  footsteps  except  his  own,  the 
Highlanders  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
been  carried  off  by  the  Queen  of  Faerie,  and  de- 
tained for  a  space  of  time  within  her  subterranean 
bowers.  Much  support  was  given  in  this  theory 
by  the  account  of  Cager  himself,  who  remembered 
nothing  distinctly  beyond  being  hurried  into  what 
seemed  to  him  to  be  a  hillock,  where  he  was 
supplied  with  a  strange  but  delicious  liquor,  by 
a  crew  of  beings  whom  he  described  as  peculiarly 
hairy.  Here  he  saw  neither  the  rays  of  the  sun 
nor  the  glimmering  of  the  moon ;  his  food  was  a 
curious  viand,  such  as,  he  never  tasted  before ;  and 
at  times  a  wild  and  ravishing  music  rang  in  his 
ears.  At  length  he  became  unconscious,  and  only 
awoke  to  his  senses  when  roused  by  Jamie  Welsh. 
Possibly  he  might  have  received  a  contusion  on  his 
way  from  the  lower  to  the  upper  world,  for  he 
complained  several  days  afterwards  of  a  racking 
pain  in  his  head.  It  was  also  remarkable  that, 
about  this  time,  Ian  Dhu  of  Achufufurigal  and 
Angus  M'Craw  of  Dalnavardoch  vanished  from  this 
district  of  country,  and  the  people  thereof  saw  them 
no  more. 

In  the  month  of  October  following,  I  was  sum- 
moned to  Bolton,  to  attend  the  celebration  of  the 
nuptials  of  my  friend  Stanley  and  Miss  Lucy  Haw- 
kins. After  the  happy  pair  had  driven  off,  and  the 
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rest  of  the  company  retired,  Mr  Hawkins  took  me 
into  his  study. 

"  I  wish  to  mention  to  you,  Mr  Cameron,  a 
circumstance  which  strikes  me  as  truly  remarkable. 
You  remember,  of  course,  Doo  of  Ackuforgle,  and 
that  very  mysterious  personage,  M'Koe  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  likely  to  forget  them,"  said  I. 

"  Well,  sir,  about  six  weeks  ago,  as  I  was  coming 
south,  I  entered  the  station  of  the  Caledonian  Kail- 
way  at  Edinburgh,  and  who  do  you  think  I  saw 
there  acting  in  the  capacity  of  porters  ? " 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  conception." 

"  May  I  never  make  another  bargain,  sir,  if  there 
were  not  Doo  and  M'Koe  with  my  luggage  upon 
their  shoulders  !  I  was  paralysed,  sir — perfectly 
paralysed ;  but  before  I  could  recover  myself  they 
had  put  everything  into  the  van,  the  bell  rang  for 
starting,  and  M'Roe,  putting  his  head  into  the 
window  of  the  carriage  where  I  was  sitting,  said 
in  the  gravest  manner  possible — *  You'll  find  all 
right,  Arnaboll,  when  you  get  to  Carlisle ! '  Sir, 
I  have  often  heard  strange  things  of  your  country- 
men, but  this  seems  to  me  the  most  extraordinary 
adventure  that  was  ever  recounted  in  history." 

As  such,  I  dedicate  it  to  the  excellent  class  of 
men  who  are  entitled  to  the  whole  merit  of  the 
Raid. 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  PEDIGREE,* 

A    NEW     SONG. 
LY  THE  LATE  LORD  NEAVES. 

[MAGA.    JUNE  1865.] 

Am—  "Welly  Gray." 

IP  you'd  like  a  goodly  tree 

With  a  branching  pedigree, 
Where  you'll  stand  forth  in  full  ancestral  fame, 

Just  employ  an  antiquary, 

Who  will  humour  your  vagary, 
And  have  everything  endorsed  with  some  great  name. 

If  the  good  Bernard  Burke 

Will  but  put  it  in  his  work, 
And  he'll  scarcely  have  the  heart  to  say  you  nay, 

What  though  Garter  King  should  scowl, 

And  the  Scottish  Lyon  growl  ? 
There's  no  power  that  can  take  your  tree  away. 

Chorus — Oh  !  good  Bernard  Burke, 

Please  to  put  me  in  your  work, 

Sure  an  Irish  heart  will  never  say  me  nay  ; 
Then  though  Garter  King  may  scowl, 
And  the  Scottish  Lyon  growl, 

Where's  the  power  that  can  take  my  tree  away? 

*  See  an  amusing  and  interesting  little  volume,  the  production 
obviously  of  a  scientific  hand,  under  the  title  of  '  Popular  Gene- 
alogists ;  or,  The  Art  of  Pedigree-making.'  Edinburgh :  Edmon- 
ston  k  Douglas,  1865. 
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As  the  Highland  Bible  showed, 

There  were  Grants  before  the  Flood, 
And  the  Grants  still  believe  it  to  a  man  ; 

And  the  like  proof  you  can  bring 

That  the  Coultharts  were  the  thing 
Ere  our  own  Anno  Domini's  began. 

Just  delete  a  letter  here, 

And  insert  another  there, 
And  interpolate  what  balderdash  you  please  ; 

With  this  Soldier  and  Crusader, 

And  that  Viking  and  Invader, 
You  may  soon  have  the  best  of  pedigrees. 

Chorus — Then  if  good  Bernard  Burke 
Will  but  put  you  in  his  work, 

And  if  once  you're  there  you're  pretty  sure  to  stay, 
What  though  Garter  King  should  scowl, 
And  the  Scottish  Lyon  growl  ? 

There's  no  power  that  can  take  your  name  away. 

You  must  never  care  a  straw 
Though  anachronism  or  flaw 

Show  your  History  and  Heraldry  run  mad  ; 

Though  your  Peer  was  but  a  Ploughman, 
And  you've  made  a  Man  a  Woman, 

And  you've  charters  when  no  charters  could  be  had. 
If  authorities  you're  scant  in, 
As  perhaps  they're  wholly  wanting, 

You  must  ne'er  on  that  account  lay  down  the  pen  ; 
Quote  Schiekfusius  and  Smiglesius, 
With  Rhubarbus  and  Magnesius, 

And  the  Devil's  self  can't  contradict  you  then. 

Chorus — Then  if  good  Bernard  Burke 

Will  but  put  them  in  his  work, 
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You've  a  very  pretty  chance  that  there  they'll 
For  in  spite  of  Garter's  scowl, 
And  the  Scottish  Lyon's  growl. 

There's  no  power  that  can  take  such  stuff  away. 

But  I'll  give  you  here  a  hint, 

Your  ambitious  views  to  stint ; 
There's  a  limit  that  a  wise  man  will  not  pass  : 

You  may  safely  vaunt  and  vapour 

While  it's  only  done  on  paper, 
But  you'd  better  keep  from  pannel  and  from  glow. 

For  if  there  you  lay  a  brush, 

It  may  put  you  to  the  blush, 
Should  the  Lyon  at  your  scutcheon  make  a  dash  ; 

If  your  Arms,  so  well  devised, 

Are  not  "  duly  authorised," 
All  your  quarters  may  some  morning  get  a  smash. 

Chorus — For  though  good  Bernard  Burke 
Might  still  keep  you  in  Ins  work, 

There  are  others  that  would  something  have  to  say 
Old  Garter  with  his  law, 
And  the  Lyon  with  his  j 

Might  then  mercilessly  tear  your  Coat  away  ! 


WIM.IAM  BI.ACKWOOD  AXD  SONS. 
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